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RICHARD III.

ACT I.

SCENE I. London. A Street.

£z?/^r Rich ARD.

Ric, Now is the winter of our difcontent

Made glorious fummer by this fun of Tork ;

And all the clouds, that lour'd upon our houfe.

In the deep bosom of the ocean bury'd :

Now are our brows bound with vidorious wreaths ;

Our bruised arms hung up for monuments

;

Our Hern alarums chang'd to merry meetings,

Our dreadful marches to delightful meafures :

Grim-visag'd war hath fmooth'd his wrinkPd front

;

And now,— inftead of mounting barbed fteeds.

To fright the fouls of fearful adverfaries,""

He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber.

To the lafcivious pleasing of a lute.

But I,— that am not fhap*d for fportive tricks.

Nor made to court an amorous looking-glafs ;

J, that am rudely ftamp^d, and want love's majefty,

A4



4 Richard III.

To flrut before a wanton ambling nymph ;

I, that am curtail'd of this fair proportion.

Cheated of feature by difTembling nature,

Deform'd, unfinifh'd, fent before my time

Jnto this breathing world, fcarce half made up,

And that fo lamely and unfalhionably,

That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them ;
—

Why I, in this weak piping time of peace.

Have no delight to pafs away the time ;

Unlefs to fpy my lhadow in the fun,

And defcant on mine own deformity

:

And therefore,— fince I cannot prove a lover.

To entertain these fair well-fpoken days,—
I am determined to prove a villain.

And hate the idle pleasures of these days.

Plots have I lay'd, induftions dangerous.

By drunken prophefies, libels, and dreams,

To fet my brother Clarence^ and the king.

In deadly hate the one againft the other :

And, if king Edward be as true and juft.

As I am fubtle, falfe, and treacherous,

This day fhould Clarence clofely be mew'd up

;

About a prophefy, which fays— that G
Of Educard^s heirs the murtherer lhall be.

Pive, thoughts, down to my foul ; here Clarefice comee*

Enter Clarence; Brakenbury, and a Guard,

^ith him.

Brother, good day : What means this armed guard.

That waits upon your grace ?

Cla, His majefty.

Tendering my perfon's fafety, hath appointed

This condud to convey me to the tower.

^ unfafhionable
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JRic, Upon what cause ?

Ciji. Because my name is -^G^c^^^.

Ric, Alack, my lord, that fault is nQne of yours

He fhould, for that, commit your godfathers

;

Belike, his majefty hath fome intent,

That you fhall be new-chriften'd in the tower.

But what's the matter, Clarence F may J know ?

Cla, Yea, Richard, when I know ; for, I proteil.

As yet I do not : But, as I can learn,

He hearkens after prophefies, and dreams

;

And from the crofs-row plucks the letter G,
And fays— a wizard told him, that by G
His ilTue dif-inherited fhould be ; .

And, for my name of George begins with G,
It follows in his thought, that I am he :

These, as I learn, and fuch like toys as these,

Have mov'd his highnefs to commit me now.
Ric. Why, this it is,when men are ruTd by women :

'Tis not the king, that fends you to the tower y

My lady Grey his wife, Clarence^ 'tis fhe.

That tempts him to this harfh extremity.

Was it not fhe, and that good man of worfliip,

Antony TVoode-ville, her brother there.

That made him fend lord Hajiings to the tower

;

From whence this present day he is deliver'd ?

We are not fafe, Clarence^ we are not fafe.

Cla, By heaven, I think, there's no man is fecure

But the queen's kindred, and night-walking heralds

That trudge betwixt the king and milj:refs Shore.

Heard you not, what an humble fuppliant

Lord Hajiings was to her for his delivery ?

Ric. Humbly complaining to her deity

O belike
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Got my lord chamberlain his liberty.

I'll tell you what,— I think, it is our way.
If we will keep in favour with the king.

To be her men, and wear her livery

:

The jealous o'er-worn widow, and herfelf.

Since that our brother dub'd them gentlewomen.
Are mighty goffips in this monarchy.

Bra. I beleech your graces both to pardon me

;

His majefty hath ftraitly given in charge,

That no man fhall have private conference.

Of what degree foever, with his brother.

Ric. Even fo ? an please your worihip, Brakenbury^

You may partake of any thing we fay :

We fpeak no treason, man ;
— We fay, the king

Is wise, and virtuous ; and his noble queen
WtU ftjook in years, get fair 0in, and not jealous

:

We fay, that Shores wife hath a pretty foot,

A cherry lip, a palTing pleasing tongue

;

That the queen's kindred are made gentle-folks

:

How fay you, fir ? can you deny all this ?

Bra. With thh, my lord, myfelf have nought to do*

Ric. Naught to do with millrefs Shore 1 tell thee,

.fellow.

He that doth naught with her, excepting one,

'^were beft he do it fecretly.

Bra. What one, my lord ? [f?af

Ric. Her husband, knave : Would'ft thou betray me?
Bra, I befeech your grace to pardon me; and, withal.

Forbear your conference with the noble duke.

Cla, Weknow thy Q\i2C[gt,Brakenbury,2iV\d will obey.

Ric, We are the queen's abjeds, and muft obey.

Brother, farevvel : I will unto the king

;

i2 xip, a bonny Eye^ a 19 And that 25 fecretly alone*
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And vvhatfoever you'll employ me in,—
Were it, to call king Edivard^s widow — fifter,—

I will perform it, to enfranchise you.

Mean time, this deep difgrace in brotherhood

Touches me deeper than you can imagine.

CljI, I know, it pleaseth neither of us well.

Ric, Well, your imprisonment fhall not be long;

I will deliver you, or elfe lye for you :

Mean time, have patience.

Ciji. I muft perforce; farewel.

[Exeufit C L A . Bra. and Guard,

Ric, Go, tread the path that thou fhalt ne'er return.

Simple, plain Clarence ! -^l do love thee fo,

That I will fhortly fend thy foul to heaven,

Jf heaven will take the present at our hands.

But who comes here ? the nevv-deliver'd Hajiings?

Enter Hastings.
Has, Good time of day unto my gracious lord!

Ric, As much unto my good lord chamberlain !

Well are you welcome to this open air.

How hath your lordfhip brook'd imprisonment ?

Has. With patience, noble lord, as prisoners mull:

But I lhall live, my lord, to give them thanks.

That were the cause of my imprisonment.

Ric . No doubt, no doubt ; and fo lhall Clarence too;

For they, that were your enemies, are his,

And have prevailed as much on him, as you.

Has. More pity, that the eagle fhould be mew'd.
While kites and buzzards prey at liberty,

Ric, What news abroad?
Has, No news fo bad abroad, as this at home

The king is fickly, weak, and melancholy.
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And his physicians fear him mightily.

Ric, Now, by faint Paul, this news is bad indeed.

O, he hath kept an evil diet long,

And over-much confum'd his royal perfon ;

'Tis very grievous to be thought upon.
What, is he in his bed ?

Bj4S. He is.

Ric, Go you before, and I will follow you.

[Exit Hastings.
He cannot live, I hope ; and mufl not die,

'Till George be pack'd with poft-horfe up to heaven.
I'll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence,

With lies well fteel'd with weighty arguments;
And if 1 fail not in my deep intent,

Clarence hath not another day to live :

Which done, God take king ^^x^^r^^ to his mercy.

And leave the world for me to buftle in.

For then Til marry Warnvick^s youngeft daughter:

What though I kill'd her husband, and her father?

1 he readiett way to make the wench amends.

Is to become her husband, and her father;

The v/hich will 1 ; not all fo much for love.

As for another fecret clofe intent,

By marrying her, which [ muft reach unto.

But yet 1 run before my horfe to market:
Clarence ftill breaths; Edivard ftill lives, and reigns ;

When they are gone, then mull I count my gains.

[Exit Richard.

SCENE II. The fame. Another Street,

Enter the Corpfe of Henry thefixth, born in an open.

Cojfmy andflenderly attended : Gentlemen, bearing
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"Halberds^ njoith it ; atid Lady Anne,
as Mourner,

Jnn. Set down, fet down your honourable load,"^

If honour may be Ihrouded in a hearfe,*-"

Whilll I a while obfequioufly lament

The untimely fall of virtuous Lancajier,

S^Bearersfet do^n the Coffin,

Poor key-cold figure of a holy king,

Pale afhes of the houfe of Lancajiery

Thou bloodlefs remnant of that royal blood.

Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghoft.

To hear the lamentations of poor Anne^

Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaughter'd fon,

Stab'd by the felf-fame hand that made these wounds,
Lo, in these windows, that let forth thy life,

I pour the helplefs balm of my poor eyes :
—

O, curfed be the hand, that made thes€ holes!

Curfed the heart, that had the heart to do it !

Curfed the blood, that let this blood from hence 1

More direful hap betide that hated wretch.

That makes us wretched by the death of thee.

Than I can wi(h to adders, fpiders, toads.

Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives I

If ever he have child, abortive be it.

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light.

Whose ugly and unnatural afpedl

May fright the hopeful mother at the view

;

And that be heir to his unhappinefs

!

If ever he have wife, let her be made
More miserable by the death of him,
Than I am made by my young lord, and thee ! -J

Come, now, towards Qhertfey with your holy load.
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Taken from PauPs to be interred there ;

And, ftill as you are weary of the weight.

Reft you, whiles I lament king He7iry^s corfe.

Bearers take up the Corpfe, and mo^e fornjuard:

Enter Richard.
Ric. Stay, you that bear the corfe, and fetitdown.

^N//. What black magician conjures up this fiend.

To flop devoted charitable deeds ?

Ric. Villains, fet down the corfe ; or, by faintPW,
I'll make a corfe of him that difobeys.

i.G. My lord, ftand back, and let the coffin pafs.

Ric, Unmanner'd dog, ftand thou when I command:
Advance thy halberd higher than my breaft.

Or, by faint Paul, I'll ftrike thee to my foot.

And fpurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldnefs.

\Corpfe fet douon^

Jnn. What, do you tremble ? are you all afraid ?

Alas, I blame you not ; for you are mortal.

And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil. —
Avant, thou dreadful minifter of hell

!

Thou hadft but power over his mortal body,

His foul thou canft not have ; therefore, be gone.

Ric, Sweet faint, for charity, be not fo curft.

JuN, Foul devil, for God's fake, hence, and trouble

us not;

For thou haft made the happy earth thy hell,

Fili'd it with curfing cries, and deep exclaims.

If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds.

Behold this
"f"

pattern of thy butcheries :

O, gentlemen, fee, fee 1 dead Henrys wounds
Open their congeaPd mouths, and bleed afrefh ! —

.

Elufti, blufh, thou lump of foul deformity •
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For 'tis thy presence that exhales this blood

From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells 5

Thy deed, inhuman, and unnatural,

Provokes this deluge moft unnatural.

O God, which this blood mad'ft, revenge his death

!

O earth, which this blood drink'ft, revenge his death

!

Either, heaven , with lightning ftrike the murtherer dead

;

Or, earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick

;

As thou doft fwallow up this good king's blood.

Which his hell-govern'd arm hath butchered

!

Ric» Lady, you know no rules of charity.

Which renders good for bad, bleffings for curfes.

u^NN. Villain, thou know'ft no law ofGod nor man

;

No beaft fo fierce, but knows fome touch of pity.

Ric. But I know none, and therefore am no beaft.

j^NN, O wonderful, when devils tell the truth

!

i?jc. More wonderful, when angels are fo angry:
Vouchfafe, divine perfedion of a woman.
Of these fupposed evils, to give me leave.

By circumftance, but to acquit myfelf.

j^NN. Vouchfafe, diffused infection of a mar?.

For these known evils, but to give me leave.

By circumftance, to curfe thy curfed felf.

Ric, Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have
Some patient leisure to excuse myfelf.

Jnit. Fouler than heartcan think thee,thou canftmake
No excufe current, but to hang thyfelf.

Ric, By fuch defpair, I fliould accuse myfelf.

Jnn. And, by defpairing, ftialt thou ftand excus*dj
For doing worthy vengeance on thyfelf.

That didft unworthy {laughter upon others,

Ric. Say, that I flew them not ^
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Jnn, Then fay, they were not flain :

But dead they are, and, devilifh flave, by thee.

Ric. I did not kill your husband.

j^NN. Why, then he is alive.

Ric. Nay, he is dead; and llain by £'^«iv<3:r^'s hand,

Jnn. In thy foul throat thou ly'ft ; queen Margaret

faw

Thy murd'rous faulchion fmoaking in his blood

;

The which thou once didft bend againft her breafl.

But that thy brothers beat afide the point.

Rjc. I was provoked by her fland'rous tongue,

Which lay'd their guilt upon my guiltlefs fhoulders.

Jnn, Thou waft provoked by thy bloody mind.
Which never dreamt on ought but butcheries

:

Didft thou not kill this "f king ?

Ric, I grant ye. [me tooj

j^NN. Doft grant me, hedge-hog? then, God grant

Thou may'ft be damned for that wicked deed I

O, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous.

Ric . The fitter for the king of heaven that hath him.
y^NN, He is in heaven, where thou ftialt never come.
Ric. Let him thank me, that holp to fend him thi-

ther

;

For he was fitter for that place, than earth.

Jnn. And thou unfit for any place, but hell.

Ric . Yes, one place elfe, ifyou will hear me name it.

^NN, -Some dungeon.

Ric, Your bed-chamber.

j^NN, 111 reft betide the chamber where thou ly'ft I

Ric, So will it, madam, 'till 1 lye with you,

j^NN^ I hope fo.

Ric. I know fo. But, gentle lady Anner^
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To leave this keen encounter of our wits.

And fall fomewhat into a flower method ;
—

]s not the causer of the timelefs deaths

Of these PlantagenetSy Henry, and Edivardy

As blanleful as the executioner ?

Jnn. Thou waft the cause, ahd moft accurf'd elFe^,

Ric, Your beauty was the cause of that effed ;

Your beauty, which did haunt me in my lleep,

To undertake the death of all the world,

So I might live one hour in your fweet bosom.

Ann, If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide.

These nails fhould rend that beauty from my cheeks.

Ric, These eyes could not endure that beauty's

Vou fhould not blemifh it, if I ftood by ; [wreck.

As all the world is cheared by the fun.

So I by that; it is my day, my life. [life!

Jnn, Black night o'er-ihade thy day, and death thy

Ric,, Curfe not thyfelf, fair creature; thou art both.

Jnn. I would I were, to be revenged on thee.

Ric, It is a quarrel moft unnatural.

To be reveng'd on him that loveth thee.

Jnn, It is a quarrel juft and reasonable.

To be reveng'd on him that kill'd my husband.

Ric, He that bereft thee, lady, of thy husband,^

Did it to help thee to a better husband.

Ann, His better doth not breath upon the earth.

Ric, He lives, that loves you better than he could.

Jnn, Name him.

Ric. Plantagemt,

Ann. Why, that was he.

Ric, The felf-fame name, but one of better nature.

AnN, Where is he ?

Vol. Vir.
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Ric. Here : [Jhe/pits at himJ\ Why doft thou fpit at

^Nisr, 'Would it were mortal poison, for thy fake! [me?
Ric, Never came poison from fo fweet a place,

AniJ. Never hung poison on a fouler toad.

Out of my fight ! thou doft infed mine eyes.

Ric, Thine eyes, fweet lady, have infected mine.

Avif . 'Would they were basilifks, to ftrike thee dead

!

Ric* I would they were, that I might die at once

;

For now they kill me with a living death.

Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn fait tears,

Sham'd their afpedts with ftore of childiih drops :

These eyes, which never fhed remorfeful tear,"-

Not, when my father York and Ed<vjard wept.

To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made.
When black-fac'd Clifford (hook his fword at him

:

Nor when thy warlike father, like a child.

Told the fad ftory of my father's death ;

And twenty times made pause, to fob, and weep.

That all the ftanders-by had wet their cheeks.

Like trees bedafh'd with rain : in that fad time.

My manly eyes did fcorn an humble tear;

And what these forrows could not thence exhale.

Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping.

I never fu'd to friend, nor enemy.

My tongue could never learn fweet foothing word

;

But now thy beauty is proposed my fee.

My proud heart fues, and prompts my tongue to fpeak.

[Jhe looksfcornfully at him.

Teach not thy lip fuch fcorn ; for it was made
For kilTing, lady, not for fuch contempt.

If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive,

[^kneeUy andgives his Seward.

}l No, when
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Lo, here I lend thee this
"f" fharp-pomted fword t

Which if thou please to hide in this true bread.

And let the foul forth that adoreth thee,

I lay it naked "|" to the deadly llroke.

And humbly beg the death upon my knee.

Nay, do not pause; for I did kill king Henry

[Jhe offers at his Breaft.
But 'twas thy beauty that provoked me.

Nay, now difpatch ; 'twas I, that ftab'd yQ\xxigEd^ard\

\0ffer5 at it again.

But 'twas thy heavenly face that fet me on.

\throivs anjuay the Snxsord,

Take up the fwbrd again, or take up me.
Ai^in. Arise, difTembler ; though I wifh thy death,

I will not be thy executioner.

Ric. Then bid me kill myfelf, and I will do it.

Ann. I have already.

Ric. That was in thy rage :

Speak it again, and, even with the word.
This hand, whith, for thy love, did kill thy love,

Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love

;

To both their deaths (halt thou be acceflary*

Ann. I would, I knew thy heart.

Ric. 'Tis ligur'd in my tongue.

Ann. I fear me, both are falfe.

Ric. Then never man was true.

Ann. Well, well, put up your fwordi

Ric. Say then, my peace is made.
Ann. That fhall you know hereaften

Ric. But lhall I live in hope ?

Ann. All men, I hope, live fo.

Ric. Vouchfafe to wear this "j" ring.

B2



Richard IIL

Jnk. To take is not to give.

Ric. Look, how this ring encompafleth thy finger,

[putting it on.

Even fo thy breaft encloseth my poor heart

;

Wear both of them, for both of them are thine.

And if thy poor devoted fervant may
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand,

Thou doft confirm his happinefs for ever.

j^NN. What is it ?

Ric, That it may please you leave these faddefigns

To him that hath more cause to be a mourner.
And presently repair to Cr<7/^-place

:

Where — after I have folemnly interred

At Chertfey monaft'ry this noble king.

And wet his grave Vv^ith my repentant tears,'—

I will with all expedient duty fee you :

For divers unknown reasons, I befeech you.

Grant me this boon.

j^NN. With all my heart; and much it joys me too.

To fee you are become fo penitent.—
9"

rejjfely and Berkley^ go along with me.
Ric, Bid me farewel.

Ann. 'Tis more than you deserve

:

But, fmce you teach me how to flatter you.

Imagine I have faid farewel already.

[Exeunt Lady A N N E , and tuuo Gen.

Rjc* Take up the corfe, firs.

2. G. Towards Chertfeyy noble lord ?

Ric. No, to White-friars \ there attend my coming.

{Exeunt the reft, ^ith the Corpfg.

Was ever woman in this humour woo'd ?

]Was ever woman in this humour won?

ay Sirs take up the corfe
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ril have her, but I will not keep her long.

What ! I, that kill'd her husband, and his father.

To take her in her heart's extreameft hate ;

With curfes in her mouth, tears in her eyes.

The bleeding witnefs of her hatred by ;

With God, her confcience, and these bars againft me,
And I no friends to back my fuit withal.

But the plain devil, and diflembling looks.

And yet to win her,-" all the world to nothing

!

Ha!
Hath fhe forgot already that brave prince,

Eduoara, her lord, whom I, fome three months fince,

Stab'd in my angry mood at Te'wksburyP

A fweeter and a lovelier gentleman,—

Fram'd in the prodigality of nature.

Young, valiant, wise, and (no doubt) right royal,-*

The fpacious world cannot again afford :

And will (he yet abafe her eyes on me.
That crop'd the golden prime of this fweet prince.

And made her widow to a woful bed ?

On me, whose all not equals Ed-^ard^s moiety?
On me, that halt, and am unfnapen thus ?

My dukedom to a beggarly denier,

J do miftake my perfon all this while:

Upon my life, flie finds, although I cannot,

Myfelf to be a marvelous proper man.
ril be at charges for a looking-glafs

;

And entertain a fcore or two of taylors.

To iludy faihions to adorn my body :

Since I am crept in favour with myfelf,

1 will maintain it with fome little coft.

But, firil, ril turn yon' fellow in his grave;



Richard III.

And then re-turn lamenting to my love. —
Shine out, fair fun, 'till 1 have bought a glafs.

That 1 may fee my fhadovv as I pafs. [Exit,

SCENE III. Thefame. A Room in the Palace.

Enter the Queen, Lord Grey her Son, and Lord
Rivers her Brother.

Riv. Have patience, madam ; there's no doubt, his

majefty

Will foon recover his accuftom'd health.

Gre, In that you brook it ill, it makes him worfe

:

Therefore, for God's fake, entertain good comfort.

And cheer his grace with quick and merry words.

^e. If he were dead, what would betide of me ?

Gre. No other harm, but lofs of fuch a lord.

^e. The lofs of fuch a lord includes all harms.

Gr e . The heavens have bleff'd you with a goodly fon.

To be your comforter, when he is gone.

^e. Ah, he is young; and his minority

Is put unto the truft of Richard Gkjiery

A man that loves not me, nor none of you.

Riv. Is it concluded, he fhall be protedlor ?

^e. It is determin'd, not concluded yet

:

3ut fo it muft be, if the king mifcarry.

Enter Buckingham, ^zWStanley,
Gre. Here corne the lords ofBuckingham and Stanley.

Buc. Good time of day unto your royal grace !

Sta . Godmake yo ur majeftyjoyful as you have b^en \

^e. The conntcfsRichmond, good my lord ofStank, ^

To your good prayer will fcarcely fay*^ amen.
Yet, Stanley, notwithftanding fhe's your wife.

And loves Qot me, be you, good lord, afTur'd,

*5 V, Note.
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I hate not you for her proud arrogance.

Sta. I do befeech you, either not believe

The envious flanders of her falfe accusers;

Or, if (he be accused on true report.

Bear with her weaknefs, which, I think, proceeds

From wayward ftcknefs, and no grounded malice,.

RiF. Saw you the king to-day, my lord of Stanley?

Sta. But now the duke of Buckingham^ and I,

Are come from visiting his majefty.

What likelihood of his amendment, lords ?

Buc, Madam, good hope; his grace fpeakschearfully.

God granthim health ! Did you conferwith him?

Buc, Ay, madam : he desires to make atonement

Between the duke of GloJIer and your brothers.

And between them and my lord chamberlain

;

And fent to warn them to his royal presence.

^e, 'Would, all were well ! But that will never be ;

I fear, our happinefs is at the height.

Enter Richard ; Hastings, and
Dorset, ^ith him.

Ric, They do me wrong, and I will not endure it :^
Who are they, that complain unto the king.

That [, forfooth, am ftern, and love them not ?

By holy Paul^ they love his grace but lightly.

That fill his ears with fuch difTentious rumours*
Because I cannot flatter^ and fpeak fair,

Smile in men's faces, fmooth, deceive, and cog.

Duck with French nods and apiCh courtefy,

I muft be held a ranc'rous enemy.
Cannot a plain man live, and think no harm.
But thus his fimple truth muft be abus'd

By filken, fly, infinuating Jacks P

B4
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Gr e . Towhom in all this presence fpeaks your grace ?

Ric. To thee, that haft nor honefty, nor grace.

When have I injur'd thee? when done thee wrong?—*-

Or thee ? — or thee ? — or any of your fadlion ?

A plague upon you all 1 His royal grace,-"

Whom God preserve better than yon would wllh ! —
Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing while,

But you muli trouble him with lewd complaints.

^e. Brother of GloJIer, you miftake the matter

:

The king— of his own royal difposition.

And not provok'd by any fuitor elfe ;

Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred.

That in your outward a6lion Ihews itfelf,

Againft my children, brothers, and myfelf,*""

Hath fent for you ; that thereby he may gather

The ground of your ill will, and fo remove it.

Ric. I cannot tell ; — The world is grown fo bad.

That wrens may prey where eagles dare not perch :

Since every yack became a gentleman,

There's many a gentle perfon made 2ijach [Glojien

^e. Come, come, we know your meaning, brother

You envy my advancement, and my friends :

God grant, we never may have need of you !

Ric . Mean time,God grants thatwe have need ofyou:
Our brother is imprisoned by your means,

Myfelf difgracM, and the nobility

Held in contempt; while great promotions

Are daily given, to enoble those

That fcarce, fome two days lince, were worth a noble,

^e. By Him that raised me to this careful height

From that contented hap which I enjoy'd,

I never did incenfe his majefty

I S Makes him to fend, that 16 and t«
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Agamfl the duke of Clarence^ but have been
An earneft advocate to plead for him.

My lord, you do me (hameful injury,

Falfely to draw me in these vile fufpeds.

Ric. You may deny too, that you were the cause

Of my lord Hajihigs' late imprisonment.
' Riv. She may, my lord; for—

Ric, She may, lord Risers P why, who knows not fo ?

She may do more, lir, than denying that

:

She may help you to many fair preferments

;

And then deny her aiding hand therein,

And lay those honours on your high desert.

What may fhe not ? She may,— ay, marry, may fhe,

Rif^» What, marry, may fhe ?

Ric. What, marry, may fhe? marry with a king,

A batchelor, a handfome firipling too:

I wis, your grandam had a worfer match.

^e. My lord of G/oJler, I have too long born

Yaur blunt upbraidings, and your bitter fcolFs ;

By heaven, I will acquaint his majefly.

With those grofs taunts 1 often have endur'd.

I had rather be a country fervant-maid,

Than'k great queen, with this condition—
To be fo baited, fcorn'd, and flormed at

:

Enter ^een Margaret, at a Dijiance,

Small joy have 1 in being England^ queen.

. Andlefren'dbethatfmall,God,rbefeechthee!
Thy honour, flate, and feat, is due to me.

Ric. What threat you me with telling of the king?
Tell him, and fpare not; look, what I have faid

I will avouch in presence of the king

:

I dare adventure to be fent to the tower.

S vere not the
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'Tis time to fpeak, my pains are quite forgot.

M, Out, devil ! I remember thfem too well t

Thou kiirdft my husband Henry in the tower.

And Ed<ward, my poor fon, at Tenxjksbury,

Ric. Ere you were queen, ay, or your husband king>

I was a pack-horfe in his great alFairs

;

A weeder-out of his proud adverfaries,

A liberal rewarder of his friends

;

To royalize his blood, I fpilt mine own»
Ay, and much better blood than his, or thine.

Ric . In all which time, you, and your husband Grey^

Were faftious for the houfe of Lancafler ; ^
And, Ri^jers, fo were you : ^ Was not your husband
In Margaret\ battle at Saint Man's flain ?

Let me put in your minds, if you forget,

What you have been ere this, and what you are

;

Withal, what I have been, and what I am.
^M, A murderous villain, and fo ftill thou art.

Ric, Poor Clarence did forfake his father Waruuickp

Ay, and forfwore himfelf,—Which Jesu pardon 1—

*

^ ^M, Which God revenge

!

Ric. To fight on Edwoard^^ party, for the crown;
And, for his meed, poor lord, he is mew'd up :

I would to God, my heart were flint, like Ednvard^Sy

Or Ed'-ward'^s foft and pitiful, like mine;
I am too childifh-foolifh for this world.

^ M. Hie thee to hell for fhame, and leave this worlds
Thou cacadaemon ; there thy kingdom is.

RiF. My lord of Glofter, in those busy days.

Which here you urge, to prove us enemies.

We followed then our lord, our fovereign king ;

So Ihould we you, if you Ihould be our king.
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Ric. If I fhould be ?— I had rather be a pedlar

:

Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof I

^e. As little joy, my lord, as you fuppose

You fhould enjoy, were you this country's king

;

As little joy may you fuppose in me.
That I enjoy, being the queen thereof.

^ M. A little joy enjoys the queen thereof;

For I am fhe, and altogether joylefs.

I can no longer hold me patient— [advancing.

Hear me, you wrangling pyrates, that fall out

In fharing that which you have pill'd from me

:

Which of you trembles not, that looks on me ?

If not, that, I being queen, you bow like fubjeds;

Yet that, by you deposed, you quake like rebels ?—
Ah, gentle villain, do not turn away. [fight?

Ric, Foul wrinkPd witch, what mak'ft thou in my
^ M, But repetition of what thou haft mar'd ;

That will I make, before I let thee go.

Ric, Wert thou not banifhed, on pain of death ;

^ M. I was ; but 1 do find more pain in baniihmcnt.

Than death can yield me here by my abode.

A husband, and a fon, thou ow'ft to me, —
And thou, a kingdom ; _ all of you, allegiance :

This forrow that I have, by right is yours ;

And all the pleasures you usurp, are mine.

Ric, The curfe my noble father lay'd on thee,—
When thou didft crown his warlike brows with paper.

And with thy fcorns drew'ft rivers from his eyes ;

And then, to dry them, gav'ft the duke a clout,

Steep'd in the faultlefs blood of pretty Rutland;

His curfes, then from bitternefs of foul

penounc'd againft thee, are all fall'n upon thee
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And God, not we, hath plagu'd thy bloody deed.

^e. So juft is God; to right the innocent.

Hjss, O, 'twas the fouleil deed, to flay that babe,

And the moft mercilefs, that ere was heard of.

Rir. Tyrants themfelves wept when it was reported.

Dor. No man but prophefy'd revenge for it.

JBuc, Norihu?nberland^ then present, wept to fee it.

^M. What, were you fnarling all, before I came.

Ready to catch each other by the throat.

And turn you all your hatred now on me ?

Did YorlH dread curfe prevail fo much with heaven,

That Henry s death, my lovely Ed^^ard^s death,

Their kingdom's lofs, my woful banifhment.

Could all but anfwer for that peevifh brat ?

Can curfes pierce the clouds, and enter heaven ?—
Why, then give way, dull clouds, to my quick curfes.^

Though not by war, by furfeit die your king.

As ours by murther, to make him a kingl

Ednx:ard thy fon, that now is prince of Wales

^

For Ed^uuard my fon, that was prince of Wales^

Die in his youth, by like untimely violence I

Thyfelf a queen, for me that was a queen.

Out- live thy glory, like my wretched felf

!

Long may'ft thou live, to wail thy children's lofs;

And fee another, as I fee thee now,
Deck'd in thy rights, as thou art ftall'd in mine

!

Long die thy happy days before thy death

;

And, after many lengthened hours of grief.

Die neither mother, wife, nor England'^ queen ! -.^

Ri'vers, — and Dor/et ^yoxx were llanders-by,

And fo waR thou, lord Hajiings,^ when my fon

Was Hab'd with bloody daggers; God I pray hinj^
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That none of you may live your natural age.

But by feme unlook'd accident cut oft!

Ric. Havedone thy charm, thou hateful wither'dhng,

^ M. And leave out thee ? flay, dog, for thou Ihak
hear me.

If heaven have any grievous plague in ftore.

Exceeding those that I can wifh upon thee,

O, let them keep it 'till thy fins be ripe.

And then hurl down their indignation

On thee, the troubler of the poor world's peace

!

The worm of confcience ftill begnaw thy foul

!

Thy friends fufpedt for traitors while thou liv'H,

And take deep traitors for thy dearell friends

!

No fleep close up that deadly eye of thine,

Unlefs it be while fome tormenting dream
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils!

Thou elvifh-mark'd, abortive, rooting hog

!

Th6u that waft feal'd in thy nativity

The flaVe of nature, and the fon of hell

!

Thou flander of thy mother's heavy womb

!

Thou loathed iffue of thy father's loins 1

*

Thou rag of honour! thou detefted
—

Ric, Margaret.

^M. Richard!
Ric. Ha?
^M. I call thee not.

Ric. I cry thee mercy then ; for I did think.

That thou hadft call'd me all these bitter namea.

^ Af. Why, fb I did ; but look'd for no reply.

O, let me make the period to my curfe.

Ric. 'Tisdone by me; andendsin— Mjzrg-^r^/. [felf.

^e. Thushave you breath'd your curfe againft your-
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^ M. Poor painted queen,vain flourlfli ofmy fortune.

Why ftrew'ft thou fugar on that bottl'd fpider.

Whose deadly web enfnareth thee about ?

pool, fool ! thou whet'ft a knife to kill thyfelf.

The day will come, that thou lhalt wifh for me
To help thee curfe this pois'nous bunch-back'd toad.

Has, Falfe-bodjiig woman, end thy frantick curfe

;

Left, to thy harm, thou move our patience.

^ M, Foul fha^e upon you ! you have all mov'd mine.

Riv^ Were you well ferv'd, you would be taught

your duty.

^ M. To ferve me well, you all fhould do me duty.

Teach me to be your queen, and you my fubjefts ;

O, ferve me well, and teach yourfelves that duty.

Dor, Difpute not with her, fhe is lunatick.

M. Peace, mafter marquefs, you are malapert

;

Your fire-new ftamp of honour is fcarce current:

O, that your young mobility could judge.

What 'twere to los€ it, and be miserable !

They that ftand high, have manyblafts to fhake them;
And, if they fall, they dafh themfelves to pieces, [quefs.

Ric . Good counfel, marry ; — learn it, learn it, mar-
Dor* It touches you, my lord, as much as me.

Ric. Ay, and much more : But I was born fo high.

Our aiery buildeth in the cedar's top,

And dallies with the wind, and fcorns the fun.

^ M. And turns the fun to fhade ;— alas, alas !
"~

Witnefs my fon, now in the fhade of death

;

Whose bright out-lhining beams thy cloudy wrath

Hath in eternal darknefs folded up.

Your aiery buildeth in our aiery 's neft : ^
O God, that fee'ft it, do not fufFer it;
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As It was won witH blood, loft be 3t fo!

Buc. Peace, peace, for lhame, if not for charity.

^ M. Urge neither charity nor lhame to me

;

Uncharitably with me have you dealt,

And fhamefuUy by you my hopes are butcher'd

:

My charity is outrage, life my fhame,—
And in that lhame ilill live my forrow's rage !

Bvc. Have done, have done.

^ M. O princely Buckingham, I kifs thy hand.

In fign of league and amity with thee :

Now fair befal thee, and thy noble houfe

!

Thy garments are not fpotted with our blood.

Nor thou within the compafs of my curfe.

Buc, Nor no one here; for curies never pafs

The lips of those that breath them in the air.

^M, I will- not think but they afcend the Iky,

And there awake God's gentle-lleeping peace.

O Buckingham, take heed of yonder dog

;

Look, when he fawns, he bites; and, when he bites.

His venom tooth will rankle to the death

;

Have not to do with him, beware of him

;

Sin, death, and hell, have fet their marks upon him.
And all their minifters attend on him.

Ric . What doth Ihe fay, my lord of Buckingham ?

Buc. Nothing that I refped, my gracious lord.

^M, What, doll thou fcorn me formygentle counfel?

And footh the devil that I warn thee from ?

O, but remember this another day.

When he lhall fplit thy very heart with fofrow

;

And fay, ipoor Margaret was a prophetefs.

Live each of you the fubjedls to his hate.

And he to youri, and all of you to God's ! [£a*iV.
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Has, My hair doth fland on end to hear her curfe^.

Riv. And fo doth mine ; I muse, why fhe's at liberty.

Ric» I cannot "blame her, by God's holy mother;

.
She hath had too much wrong, and I repent

My part thereof, that I have done to her.

I never did her any, to my knowledge.

Ric. Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong,

I was too hot to do fome body good.

That is too cold in thinking of it now :

Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repay'd;

He is frank'd up to fatting for his pains ;—
God pardon them that are the cause thereof!

Riy. A virtuous and a chriftian-like conclusion.

To pray for them that have done fcathe to us.

Ric, So do I ever, being well advis'd; —
For had I curPd now, I had curf'd myklL'^

Enter Catesby.
Cat. Madam, his majefty doth call for you, —

.

And for your grace,— and you, my noble lords.

Catesby, I come; — Lords, will you go with me ?

Riv. We wait upon your grace.

[Exeunt All but Richard*

Ric, I do the wrong, and firit begin to brawl.

The fecret mifchiefs that I fet abroach,

I lay unto the grievous charge of others.

Clarencey-^v^liom I, indeed, have caft in darknefs,-^

I do beweep to many fimple gulls

;

Namely, to Hajlings, Stanley, Buckingham ;

And tell thewi—''tis the queen, and her allies.

That llir the king againfl the duke my brother.

Now they believe it ; and, withal, whet me
To be reveng'd on River Vaughan^ Grey :
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But then I figh, and, with a piece of fcripture,

Tell them— that God bids us do good for evil

:

And thus I cloath my naked villany

With odd old ends, lloln forth of holy writ

;

And feem a faint, when moft I play the devil.

Enter tnjuo Murtherers,

But foft, here come my executioners.—

How now, my hardy, ftout, resolved mates ?

Are you now going to difpatch this thing ?

1 , M. We are, my lord ; and come to have the warranty

That we may be admitted where he is.

Ric, Well thought upon, 1 have it here about me

:

[ginjes the Warrants

When you have done, repair to CroJby-'^XdiZQ.

But, firs, be fudden in the execution.

Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead ;

For Clarence is well-fpoken, and, perhaps.

May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him.

I .M Tut, tut, my lord, we will not Hand to prate.

Talkers are no good doers ; be afTur'd,

We go to use our )lands, and not our tongues.

Ric, Your eyes drop mil-ftones, when fools' eyes

drop tears:

I like you, lads ; about your businefs ftraight;

Go, go, difpatch.

I . M, We will, my noble lord. [Exeunt,

SCENE IV. The fame, A Room in the Touuer.

Enter Clarence, Br akenbury.
Bra, Why looks your grace fo heavily to-day?
CtA, O, I have pafr*d a miserable night.

So full of fearful dreams, of ugly fights.

Vol. VII. C
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That, as I am a chrillian faithful man,
I would not fperd another fuch a night.

Though 'twere to buy a world of happy days ;

So full of dismal terror was the time. [me.
BrjI, What was your dream, my lord ? I pray you, tell

Ciui. Methoughts, that I had broken from the tower.

And was embark'd to crofs to Burgundy ;

And, in my company, my brother Glojier :

Who from my cabin tempted me to walk
Upon the hatches ; thence we Icok'd toward England^

And cited up a thousand heavy times.

During the wars of York and hancafter

That had befall'n us. As we pac'd along

Upon the giddy footing of the hatches,

Methought, that Glofier ftumbl'd ; and, in falling,

Strook me (that thought to flay him) over-board.

Into the tumbling billows of the main.

O Lord I methought, what pain it was to drown

!

What dreadful noise of water in mine ears \

What fights of ugly death within mine eyes

!

Methought, I faw a thousand fearfd wrecks ;

A thousand men, that fiflies gfiaw'd upon

;

Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps af pearl,

Ineftimable llorfes, unvalued jewels.

All fcatter'd in the bottom of the fea:

Some lay in dead men's fculls ; and, in those holes

Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept

(As 'twere in fcorn of eyes) refleding gems,

That woo'd the flimy bottom of the deep.

And mock'd the dead bones that lay fcatter'd by.

Bra, Had you fuch leisure in the time of death.

To gaze upon these fecrets of the deep ?
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ClA. Mi^thought, I had; and often did I ftrive

To yield the ghoft : but (till the envious flood

Stop'd in my foul, and would not let it forth

To find the empty, vaft, and wand'ring air;

But fmother'd it within my panting bulk.

Which almoft burft to belch it in the fea.

Bra. Awak'd you not with this fore agony ?

Ci.A. O, no, my dream was lengthen'd after life;

O, then began the tempeft to my foul.

I pafT'd, methought, the melancholy flood,

With that four ferry-man which poets write of.

Unto the kingdom of perpetual night

:

The firft that there did greet my ftranger foul.

Was my great father-in-law, renowned lVar<wick ;

Who cry'd aloud, What fcourgefor perjury

Can this dark ?nonarchy affordfalfe Clarence ?

And fo he vanifti'd: Then came wand'ring by
A ftiadow like an angel, with bright hair

Dabbl'd in blood ; and he fliriek'd out aloud,

Clarence is comey"falfe, fleeting, perjured Clarence,**

Thatfialjd me in thefield by Tewksbury ;

^eize on him, furies, take him unto torment.

With that, methought, a legion of foul fiends

Environed me, and howled in mine ears

Such hideous cries, that, with the very noise,

I trembling wak'd, and, for a feason after,

Could not believe but that I was in hell;

Such terrible impreflion made my dream.
Bra, No marvel, lord, though it affrighted you;

I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it.

Cla. O, Brakenbury, I have done these things,—

That now give evidence againft my foul,-**
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For Edwoardh fake ; and, fee, how he requites me \

I pray thee, gentle keeper, ftay by me

;

[retiring to a Chair.

My foul is heavy, and I fain would lleep.

Bra» I will, my lord; God give your grace good
reft ! -

Sorrow breaks feasons, and reposing hours.

Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night.

Princes have but their titles for their glories.

An outward honour for an inward toil

;

And, for unfelt imaginations.

They often feel a world of reftlefs cares

:

So that, between their titles, and low name,
There's nothing differs but the outward fame.

Enter the tivo Murtherers.

1 . Af. Ho ! who's here ? [thou hither ?

Bra, What would'ft thou, fellow ? and how cam'ft

1. M. I would fpeak with Clarence, and I came hi-

ther on my legs.

Bra. What, fo brief?

2. M. O, fir, it is better be brief than tedious : —
Shew him our commilTion, talk no more.

[Brakenbury recei'ves a Paper, and reads it.

Bra. I am, in this, commanded to deliver

The noble duke of Clarence to your hands :
^

I will not reason what is meant hereby.

Because I will be guiltiefs of the meaning.

Here are =}= the keys ; there fits the duke afleep :

I'll to the king; and fignify to him,

That thus I have resign'd to you my charge.

I . M. You may, fir i 'tis a point of wisdom : Fare you
well, [Exit Brakenbury,
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2. A/. What, fhall we ftab him as he fleeps? [wakes.

1 . M. No ; he'll fay, 'twas done cowardly, when he
2. M. When he wakes ! why, fool, he lhall never

wake 'till the judgment day.

1 . M, Why, then he'll fay, we ftab'd him fleeping.

2. M. The urging of that word, judgment, hath bred

a kind of remorfe in me.

1 . M. What, art afraid ?

2. M. Not to kill him, having a warrant for it; but

to be damn'd for killing him, from the which no war-
rant can defend me.

1 . M. I thought, thou hadll: been resolute.

2. M. So I am, to let him live.

1, M. I'll back to the duke of G/o^er, and tell him fo.

2. M. Nay, I pr'ythee, (lay a little : I hope, this com*

palTionate humour of mine will change ; 'twas wont to

hold me but while one tells twenty.

J . M, How doft thou feel thyfelf now ? [me.

2. M. Some certain dregs of confcience are yet within

J . M, Remember our reward, when the deed's done.

2. M. Come, he dies; I had forgot the reward.

1 . M. Where's thy confcience now ?

2. M. In the duke of GloJier\ purfe,

1. M. So, when he opens his purfe to give us our re-

ward, thy confcience flies out.

2. M. 'Tis no matter ; let it go ; there's few, or none,

will entertain it.

1 , M. What, if it come to thee again ?

2. M. I'll not meddle with it, it makes a man a cow-
ard : a man cannot fteal, but it accuseth him ; a man
cannot fwear, but it checks him; a man cannot lye

with his neighbour's wife, but it dcteds him : 'Tis a

C3
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blufhing (hame-fac'd fpirlt, that mutinies In a man's
bosom ; it fills a man full of obftaclcs : it made mc
once reftore a purfe of gold, that by chance I found

;

it beggars any man that keeps it : it is turn'd out of
all towns and cities for a dangerous thing; and every

man, that means to live well, endeavours to truft to

himfelf, and live without it.

1. M, 'Zouns, it is even now at my elbow, perfuad-

ing me not to kill the duke.

2. M. Shake the devil out of thy mind, and believe

him not : he would infmuate with thee, but to make
thee figh.

1 . M I am ftrong-fram'd, he cannot prevail with me.
2. M, Spoke like a tall fellow, that refpedls his re-

putation. Come, fhall we fall to work ?

1 . M. Take him over the coftard with the hilts of

thy fword, and then throw him into the malmsey-but

in the next room.

2. M. O excellent device ! and make a fop of him.

1. M. Soft, he wakes. [Ch.Jiin,
2, M. Strike.

1. M. No, we'll reason with him.

Clj^. Where art thou, keeper ? give me a cup ofwine.

1. M. You fhall have wine enough, my lord, anon.

Ciji, In God's name, what art thou?

I.M A man, as you are.

Clj. But not, as I am, royal.

I. Af. Nor you, as we are, loyal.

Clj^. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are humble.

I . M. My voice is now the king's, my looks mine own.
Ciji, How darkly, and how deadly doll thou fpeak [

Your eyes do menace me : Why look you pale ?

10 Take the divell in thy
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Who fent you hither ? Wherefore do you come ?

2. M, To, to, to,—
Cla. To murther me ?

1.2. Ay, ay.

CiA, You fcarcely have the hearts to tell me fo,.

And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it.

Wherein, my friends, have I offended you ?

1. M, Offijnded us you have not, but the kin^.

Cla, I ihall be reconciled to him again.

2. M. Never, my lord ; therefore prepare to die,

Clj4. Are you drawn forth among a world of raen^^

To flay the innocent ? What is my offence ?

Where is the evidence that doth accuse me ?

What lawful queft have given their verdift up
Unto the frowning judge ? or who pronounc'd

The bitter fentence of poor Clarence* death I

Before I be convid by courfe of law,

To threaten me with death, is mod unlawful.

I charge you, as you hope for any goodnefs.

That you depart, and lay no hands on me

;

The deed you undertake is damnable,

1. M. What we will do, we do upon command.
2. M, And he, that hath commanded, is our king.

Cla. Erroneous vafTal! the great King of kings

Hath in the table of his law commanded,
That thou {halt do no murther; Wilt thou then

Spurn at his edi6t, and fulfil a man's ?

Take heed ; for he holds vengeance in his hand.

To hurl upon their heads that break his law.

2. M. And that fame vengeance doth he hurl on thee.

For falfe forfwearing, and for murther too ;

Thou didll receive the facrament, to fight

C4
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In quarrel of the houfe ofLancafter*
1, M, And, like a traitor to the name of God,

Didft break that vow ; and, with thy treacherous blade,

Unrip'dft the bowels of thy fovereign's fon :

2. M. Whom thou waft fworn to cherifh and defend.

I . M. How canft thou urge God's dreadful Ia\y to us.

When thou haft broke it in fuch dear degree ?

Ci^. Alas! for whose fake did I that ill deed ?

For Ed^ardy for my brother, for his fake

:

He fends you not to murther me for this \

for in that fm he is as deep as I.

If God will be avenged for the deed,

O, know you yet, he doth it publickly;

Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm

;

He needs no indirect nor lawlefs courfe.

To cut off those that have offended him.

I . M. Who made thee then a bloody minifter.

When gallant-fpringing brave Plantagenet,

That princely novice, was ftruck dead by thee ?

Cla, My brother's love, the devil, and my rage.

1. M, Thy brother's love, our duty, and thy fault,

Provoke us hither now to flaughter thee.

Cla. If you do love my brother, hate not me ;

I am his brother, and I love him well.

If you are hir'd for meed, go back again.

And I will fend you to my brother GloJier\

Who fhall reward you better for my life.

Than Edward will for tidings of my death.

2. M, You are deceiv'd, your brother G/o/?^r hates you.

Cla, O, no ; he loves me, and he holds me dear

;

Go you to him from me.

I . M. Ay, fo we will.
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Cla. Tell him, when that our princely father Tork

BlefT'd his three fons with his viftorious arm.

And charg'd us from his foul to love each other.

He little thought of this divided friendlhip :

Bid Glofter think on this, and he will weep.

1, M. Ay, mil-ftones; as he le/Ton'd us to weep,

CiA. O, do not flander him, for he is kind.

1 . M. Right, as fnow in harvell. Come, you deceiv^e

'Tis he that fends us to deftroy you here. [yourfelf;

Cla, It cannot be ; for he bewept my fortune,

And hug'd me in his arms, and fwore, with fobs.

That he would labour my delivery.

1 . M. Why, fo he doth, when he delivers you
From this earth's thraldom to the joys of heaven.

2. M. Makepeace with God, for you muft die, my lord*

Cla, Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foul.

To counfel me to make my peace with God,
And art thou yet to thy own foul fo blind.

That thou wilt war with God by murd'ring me?--.

Ah, firs, confider, he, that fet you on
To do this deed, will hate you for the deed.

2. M. What fhall we do?
Cla. Relent, and fave your fouls.

i.M. Relent! 'tis cowardly, and womnnifti.

Cla, Not to relent, is beaftly, favage, dev'lifti.—

My friend, I fpy fome pity in thy looks

;

O, if thine eye be not a flatterer.

Come thou on my (ide, and entreat for me

:

A begging prince what beggar pities not ?

l,M, Ay, thus, and thus; \Jiabbing him,'\ anU^ if

this will not ferve,

J'll drown you in the malmsey-but within.
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2. M. A bloody deed, and defp'rately dlfpatch'd!

How fain, like Pilate^ would I wafh my hands
Of this moft grievous murther ? [me not ?

1 . M, How now ? what mean'ft thou, that thou help'ft

By heaven, the duke fhall know how flack you have been,

2. Af. I would he knew, that I had fav'd his brother!

Take thou the fee, and tell him what I fay

;

For I repent me that the duke is flain. [Exit*

I • M. So do not I ; go, coward as thou art,

Well, I'll go hide the body in fome hole,

'Till that the duke give order for his burial

:

And when I have my meed, I will away

;

For this will out, and then 1 muft not ftay.

[Exiff <with the Body.

ACT U.
SCENE I. Thefame. ARoom in th£ Palace.

Enter King Edward, (led in^ Jick) and his Queen;
Rivers, Dorset, Buckingham, Hastings,

Grey, and Others,

K, E. Why fo, now have I done a good day's work ;—

.

You peers, continue this united league

:

1 every day exped an embafiage
From my redeemer to redeem me hence;
And more at peace my foul fhall part to heaven.

Since 1 have made my friends at peace on earth.

Ri<vers, and HaJiingSy take each other's hand

;

DifTemble not your hatred, fwear your love.

Riv\ By heaven,my foul ispurg'd from grudging hate;
And with my hand I feal my true heart's love.

ay more to peace
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Has. So thrive I, as I truly fwear the like

!

K, E. Tiake heed, you dally not before your king;

Left he, that is the fupream King of kings.

Confound your hidden fallhood, and award

Either of you to be the other's end.

Hjs, So prosper I, as I fwear perfedl love

!

Rir, And I, as I love Hajiings with my heart

!

K, E, Madam, yourfelf are not exempt in this, —
Nor your fon Dor/ef, — Buckitigham, nor you ;

You have been fadtious one againft the other.

Wife, love lord Hajiings^ let him kifs your hand

;

And what you do, do it unfeignedly.

There,"!" Haftings ; I will never more remember
Our former hatred, So thrive I, and mine ! [quifs.

K, E, Dor/et, embrace him ; — Haftings^ love lord mar-
DoR. This enterchange of love, I here proteft.

Upon my part, ftiall be inviolable.

Ha^, And fo fwear 1. [^^C^ ^ff^hr^c^'

K, E, Now, princelyBuckinghamy feal thou this league

With thy embracements to my wife's allies,

And make me happy in your unity,

Buc. V^htntyex Buckingham doth turn his hate

Upon your grace, [/o the ^e.] but with all duteous love

Doth cherifh you, and yours, God punifh me
With hate in those where I cxped moft love !

When I have moft need to employ a friend.

And moft affured that he is a friend,

Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile

Be he unto me! this do I beg of heaven.

When I am cold in love, to you, or yours.

[embracing Rivers, ^cc.

K* E* A pleasing cordial, princely Buckingham^
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Is this thy vow unto my fickly heart.

There wanteth now our brother Glojier here.

To make the blelled period of this peace.

Bvc, And, in good time, here comes the noble duke.

Enter Richard.
^/c. Good morrow to my fovereign king, and queen;

And, princely peers, a happy time of day !

E, Happy, indeed, as we have fpent the day : ^
Glojiery we have done deeds of charity;

Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate.

Between these fwelling wrong-incenfed peers.

Ric, A biefTed labour, my moft fovereign liege. —
Among this princely heap, if any here.

By falfe intelligence, or wrong furmise.

Hold me a foe ; if ( unwittingly

Have ought committed that is hardly bori^

By any in this presence, I desire

To reconcile me to his friendly peace

:

'Tis death to me, to be at enmity;

I hate it, and desire all good men's love. —

,

Firft, madam, i entreat true peace of you.

Which I will purchafe with my duteous fervice;—

•

Of you, my noble cousin Buckingham^

]f ever any grudge were lodg'd between us ; —
Of you, lord Riuers^ and, lord Grey^ of you.

That all without desert have frown'd on me; —
Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen, indeed of all :

I do not know that Englijhman alive.

With whom my foul is any jot at odds,

More than the infant that is born to-night

;

1 thank my God for my humility.

^e. A holy-day fhall this he kept hereafter

:

15 V.
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I would to God, all ftrifes were well compounded
My fovereign lord, I do befeech your highnefs

To take our brother Clarence to your grace.

Ric. Why, madam, have 1 oiFer'd love for this.

To be fo flouted in this royal presence?

Who knows not, that the gentle duke is dead ?

[^they allfiart^

You do him injury, to fcorn his corfe.

K> E. Who knows not, he is dead ! who knows, he is ?

^e. All-feeing heaven, what a world is this !

£uc. Look I fo pale, lord Dor/et, as the reft ?

Dor, Ay, my good lord; and no man in the presence.

But his red colour hath forfook his cheeks.

K, E. Is Clarence dead ? the order was reverf'd.

Ric, But he, poor man, by your firft order dy'd.

And that a winged Mercury did bear

;

Some tardy cripple bore the countermand,

That came too lag to fee him buried :
—

God grant, that fome, lefs noble, and lefs loyal,

Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood.

Deserve not worfe than wretched Clarence did.

And yet go current from fufpicion 1

Enter Stanley, ha/lily.

Sta, a boon, my fovereign, for my fervice donei
K, E. I pr'ythee, peace ; my foul is full of forrow.

Stj, I will not rise, unlefs your highnefs hear mc.
K. E. Then fay at once, what is it thou requell'ft,

Sta, The forfeit, fovereign, of my fervant's life

;

Who flew to-day a riotous gentleman.

Lately attendant on the duke of Norfolk,

K. E. Have I a tongue to doom my brother's death,

And fhall that tongue give pardon to a flave ?

*7 requeftvS
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My brother kiU'd no man, his fault was thought^

And yet his punifhment was bitter death.

Who fu'd to me for him ? who, in my wrath,

Kneel'd at my feet, and bid me be advis'd ?

Who fpoke of brotherhood ? who fpoke of love ?

Who told me, how the poor foul did forfake

The mighty Warwick ^ and did fight for me ?

Who told me, in the field at Ttnjoksburyy

When Oxford had me down, he refcu'd me.
And faid. Dear brother^ li^e, and be a king ?

Who told me, when we both lay in the field.

Frozen almoft to death, how he did lap me
Even in his garments; and did give himfelf.

All thin and naked, to the numb-cold night?

All this from my remembrance brutifti wrath

Sinfully pluck'd, and not a man of you

Had fo much grace to put it in my mind.

But, when your carters, or your waiting vaflals.

Have done a drunken flaughter, and defac*d

The precious image of our dear redeemer.

You ftraight are on your knees for pardon, pardon;

And I, unjuftly too, muft grant it you :

But for my brother not a man would fpeak, —

.

Nor I (ungracious) fpeak unto myfelf

For him, poor foul.— The proudeft of you all

Have been beholden to him in his life;

Yet none of you would once beg for his life : —
O God ! 1 fear, thy juftice will take hold

On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for this. —
Come, Haft.] help me to my closet—O poor Clarence!

\Exeunt King, Queen, Has. Riv. Dor, andGrty.
jRic . This is the fruit of ralhnefs ! — Mark'd you not>

30 Come Hafihgs helpe
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How that the guilty kindred of the queen

Look'd pale, when they did hear of Clarence' death ?

O ! they did urge it ftill unto the king

:

God will revenge it. Come, lords ; will you go.

To comfort Edward with our company ?

Buc, We wait upon your grace. [Exeunt,

SCENE II. Thefame.
Enter the Dutchefs of York ; and a Son, and Daughter,

of Clarence, her Grand-children.

Son, Good grandam, tell us, is our father dead ?

Dut. No, boy.

Dau, Why do you weep fo oft ? and beatyour brcafl ?

And cry, O Clarence, my unhappy fon!

Son, Why do you look on us, and fhake your head.

And call us— orphans, wretches, caft-aways,

If that our noble father be alive ?

Dut. My pretty cousins, you miftake me both ;

I do lament the ficknefs of the king,

As loth to lose him, not your father's death

;

It were loft forrovv, to wail one that's loft.

Son, Then, grandam, you conclude that he is dead

:

The king my uncle is to blame for this :

God will revenge it; whom I will importune
With earneft prayers, all to that elFedl.

Dau, And fo will J. [well:

Dut, Peace, children, peace ! the king doth love you
Incapable and ftiallow innocents.

You cannot guefs who caus'd your father's death.

Son, Grandam, we can : for my good uncle Glofier

Told me, the king, provok'd to^t by the queen,
Devis'd impeachments to imprison him

;
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And when my uncle told me fo, he wept,

And pity'd me, and kindly kiiT'd my cheek

;

Bad me rely on him, as on my father,

And he would love me dearly as his child.

Duf, Ah, that deceit Ihould fteal fuch gentle fliapes,

And with a virtuous vizard hide deep vice?

He is my fon, ay, and therein my fhame,

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit.

Son, Think you, my uncle did difTemble, grandam ?

Dut. Ay, boy.

Son, 1 cannot think it. Hark! what noise is this?

Enter the Queen, diftraSledly \ Rivers,
and Dorset, after her.

^e. Ah ! who lhall hinder me to wail and weep ?

To chide my fortune, and torment myfelf ?

I'll join with black defpair againft my foul.

And to myfelf become an enemy.

Dut. What means this fcene of rude impatience?

^e. To make an a6l of tragic violence :

Edijoard^ my lord, thy fon, our king, is dead.—.

Why grow the branches, when the root is gone ?

Why wither notThe leaves, that want their fap ? —
If you will live, lament ; if die, be brief

;

That our fwift-winged fouls may catch the king's ;

Or, like obedient fubjeds, follow him
To his new kingdom of perpetual reft.

Dut. Ah, fo much intereft have 1 in thy forrowy

As I had title in thy noble husband !

I have bewept a worthy husband's death.

And liv'd by looking on his images :

But now, two mirrors of his princely femblance

Are crack'd in pieces by malignant death j
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And I for comfort have but one falfe glafs.

That grieves me when I fee my (hame in him.

Thou art a widow ; yet thou art a mother,

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee :

But death hath fnatch'd my husband from mine arms.

And pluck'd two crutches from my feeble hands,

Edward, and Clarence \ O, what cause have I,

(Thine being but a moiety of my grief)

To overgo thy plaints, and drown thy cries ?

Son. Ah, aunt, you wept not for our father's death

;

How can we aid you with our kindred tears ?

Dau, Our fatherlefs diftrefs was left unmoan'd.
Your widow dolour likewise be unwept.

^e. Give me no help in lamentation,

I am not barren to bring forth laments

:

All fprings reduce their currents to mine eyes.

That I, being govern'd by the wat'ry moon.
May bring forth plenteous tears to drown the world !

Ah, for my husband, for my dear lord Edivard!
Chi, Ah, for our father, for our dear lord Clarence!

Dut, Alas, forboth,both mine,Edwijard2inAClarence f

^e. What ftay had I, but Ednvard? and he's gone.

Chi. What ftay had we, but Clarence? and he's gone.

Dut, What ftays had T, but they ? and they are gone.

^e. Was never widow, had fo dear a lofs.

Chi, Were never orphans, had fo dear a lofs.

Dut, Was never mother, had fo dear a lofs.

Alas, I am the mother of these griefs

;

Their woes are parcel'd, mine is general.

She for an Edward weeps, and fo do I;

I for a Clarence weep, fo doth not Ihe

:

These babes for Clarence weep, and fo do I

;

VOL.VII.
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I for an Edn^ard weep, fo do not they

Alas ! you three, on me, threefold diftrefT'd,

Pour all your tears ; I am your forrow's nurfe.

And I will pamper it with lamentations.

BoK* Comfort, dear mother; God is muchdifpleas'd,

That you take with unthankfulnefs his doing :

In common worldly things, 'tis call'd — ungrateful.

With dull unwillingnefs to repay a debt.

Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent;

Much more, to be thus opposite with heaven.

For it requires the royal debt it lent you.

Riv, Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother.

Of the young prince your fon : fend ftraight for him.
Let him be crown'd; in him your comfort lives:

Prown defperate forrow in dead Ed^ard^s grave.

And plant your joys in living Ed^ardh throne.

J?«/^r Richard, Hastings, Buckingham,
Stanley, and diners Others,

Ric, Sifler, have comfort : all of us have cause

To wail the dimming of our Ihining Har

;

But none can cure their harms by wailing them. —
Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy,

I did not fee you; Humbly on my knee

I crave your bleffing.

Dut* God blefs thee ; and put meeknefs in thy breaft.

Love, charity, obedience, and true duty

!

Ric. Amen ; and make me die a good old man!'^

That is the but-end of a mother's bleffing

I marvel, that her grace did leave it out."

Buc . You cloudy princes, and heart-forrowing peers.

That bear this mutual heavy load of moan.

Now chear each other in each other*s love

:

J wcepc; and fo do they 2-3 your grace*
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Though we have fpent our harvefl of this king.

We are to reap the harveft of his fon.

The broken rancour of your high-fwoln hearts,

But lately fplinted, knit, and join'd together,

Muft gently be preserved, cherifli'd, and kept

:

Me feemeth good, that, with fome little train,

Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be fetched

Hither to London^ to be crown'd our king. \ham?
Riv, Why with fome little train, my lord ofBucking*
Buc. Marry, my lord, left, by a multitude,

The new heal'd wound of malice Ihould break out;

Which would be fo much the more dangerous.

By how much the eftate is yet ungovern'd :

Where every horfe bears his commanding rein,

And may dired his courfe as please himfelf.

As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent,

In my opinion, ought to be prevented.

Ric, I hope, the king made peace with all of us;

And the compad is firm, and true, in me.

Has, And fo in me ; and fo, 1 think, in all

:

Yet, fmce it is but green, it Ihould be put

To no apparent likelihood of breach.

Which, haply, by much company might be urg'd :

Therefore I fay, with noble Buckingham^

That it is meet but few Ihould fetch the prince.

StA. And fo fay 1.

Ric, Then be it fo ; and go we to determine
Who they fhall be that ftraight fliall poft to Ludlow.
Madam, — and you my mother, will you go
To give your cenfures in this weighty businefs ?

Buc, My lord, whoever journeys to the prince,'*
*^ For God's fake, let not us two ftay at home

13 is greene, and yet *o y, Noti. meete fo few
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<<^For, by the way, I'll fort occasion,'*

" As index to the ilory we late talk'd of,'*

" To part the queen's proud kindred from the prince."**

Ric, My other felf, my counfel's confiftory,"

My oracle, my prophet! — my dear cousin,"

I, as a child, will go by thy dire6lion."

" Towards Ludlow then, for we'll not ftay behind.'*

\^Exeunt ; Ric. and Buc. lafl.

SCENE III. Thefame, A Street.

Enter tivo Citizens, meeting.

1. e. Good morrow, neighbour: Whither away fo fail?

2. C. I promise you, I hardly know myfelf

:

Hear you the news abroad ?

uC. Yes, that the king is dead.

2. C, 111 news, by'r lady ; feldom comes a better

:

I fear, I fear, ^twill prove a giddy world.

Enter another Citizen.

3. C. Neighbours, God fpeed !

1. C. Give you good morrow, fir. [death ?

3, C. Doth the news hold of good king Ednvardh

2. C. Ay, fir, it is too true ; God help, the while

!

3. C. Then, mailers, look to fee a troublous world.

1 . C. No, no ; byGod's good grace, his fon fliall reign

,

3. C Woe to that land, that's governed by a child!

2. C. In him there is a hope of government;

That, in his nonage, counfel under him.

And, in his full and ripen'd years, himfelf.

No doubt, lhall then, and 'till then, govern welL

1 .C So flood the Hate, when Henry the fixth

Was crown'd in Paris but at nine months old. [wot;

3. C. Stood the Hate fo ? no, no, good friends, God

j6 cames the better
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For then this land was famoufly enrich'd

With politick grave counfel ; then the king

Had virtuous uncles to pro te61 his grace. [ther.

I.e. Why, fo hath this, both by his father and mo-

3. C. Better it were, they all came by his father

;

Or, by his father, there were none at all

:

For emulation now, who fhall be neareft.

Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not;

O, full of danger is the duke of Glofter;

And the queen's fons, and brothers, haught and proud

:

And were they to be ruPd and not to rule,

This fickly land might folace as before.

1 . C. Come, come, we fear the worft ; all will be well,

3. C. When clouds are feen, wise men put on their

When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand ; [cloaks

;

When the fun fets, who doth not look for night?

Untimely ftorms make men expedl a dearth

;

All may be well ; but, if God fort it fo,

'T'Ls more than we deserve, or I expe6l.

2. C. Truly, the hearts of men are full of fear:.

You cannot reason almoft with a man.
That looks not heavily, and full of dread.

3. C. Before the days of change, ftill is it fo.:

By a divine inftind, men's minds miftruft

Enfuing danger; as, by proof, we fee

The water fwell before a boiil'rous ftorm.

But leave it all to God.^ Whither away ?

2. C. Marry, we were fent for to the juftlces.

3. C. And fo was I ; I'll bear you company. [^Exeunt.

SCENE IV. The fame. A Room i?i the Palace.

Enter the Archbifiop of York, theyoung Duke of York,

D 5
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the Q^eeT\y and the Dutchefs of York.
Arc. Laft night, I hear, they refted at Northampton ;

At Stony-Jirafford they do lye to-night

:

To-niorrow, or next day, they will be here.

Dut, I long with all my heart to fee the prince

;

I hope, he is much grown fince laft I faw him.

^e. But I hear, no ; they fay, my fon of York

Hath almoft over-ta'en him in his growth.

Tor. Ay, mother, but I would not have it fo.

Dut. Why, my young cousin ? it is good to grow.
YoR. Grandam, one night as we did fit at fupper.

My uncle Risers talk'd how I did grow
More than my brother ; Ay, quoth my uncle Glofer,

Small herbs ha^ve grace^ great njoeeds do gro^ apace :

And fince, methinks, 1 would not grow fo faft.

Because fweet flowers are flow, and weeds make hafte.

Dut. Good faith, good faith, the faying did not hold

In him that did obje6l the fame to thee

:

He was the wretched'ft thing, when he was young.
So long a growing, and fo leisurely.

That, if his rule were true, he fliould be gracious.

Arc. And fo, no doubt, he is, my gracious madam.
Dut. I hope, he is; but yet let mothers doubt.

Yo R . Now, by my troth , if I had been remember'd,

I could have giv'n my uncle's grace a flout,

To touch his growth, nearer than he touch'd mine.

Dut. How, my youngjf^r/^/' I pr*ythee, let me hear it.

YoR. Marry, they fay, my uncle grew fo faft.

That he could gnaw a cruft at two hours old

;

'Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth.

Grandam, this would have been a biting jeft.

Dut. I pr'ythee, pretty York, who told thee this ?

* they lay at 3 do reft to
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Tor. Grandam, his nurfe.

Dut. His nurfe I why, ftie was dead ere thou waft born.

Tor. If 'twere not Ihe, I cannot tell who told me.
^e, A parlous boy .Go to, you are too flirewd.

Jrc, Good madam, be not angry with the child.]

^e. Pitchers have ears.

Enter a MefTenger.

Arc, Here comes a mefTenger.—
What news ?

Mef, Such news, my lord, as grieves me to unfolds

S>ue. How doth the prince ?

Mef. Well, madam, and in health.

Dut, What is thy news ?

Mef. Lord Risers, and lord Grey^

Are fent to Pomfret, prisoners ; and, with them.
Sir Thomas Vaughan.

Dut, Who hath committed them ?

Mef The mighty dukes, G/^^r, and Buckingham.

Jrc. For what ofFence ?

Mef The fum of all t can, I have difclos'd;

Why, or for what, the nobles were committed.
Is all unknown to me, my gracious lord.

^e. Ay me, I fee the ruin of my houfe

!

The tyger now hath feiz'd the gentle hind;

Infulting tyranny begins to jut

Upon the innocent and awlefs throne: —
Welcome, deftru6lion, blood, and maiTacre!

I fee, as in a map, the end of all.

Dut. Accurfed and unquiet wrangling days ?

How many of you have mine eyes beheld ?

My husband loft his life to get the crown

;

And often up and down my fons were tofT'd,

i6 and with them, Sir Thomas Vaughant Prifoners.

D4
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For me to joy, and weep, their gain, and lots :

And being feated, and domeftick broils

Clean over- blown, themfelves, the conquerors.

Make war upon themfelves ; brother to brother,

Blood to blood, felf againft felf;_0, prepofterous

And frantick outrage, end thy damned Ipleen

;

Or let me die, to look on death no more !

^e. Come, come, my boy, we will to fanduary.—
Madam, farewel.

Dut. Stay, 1 will go with you.

^e. You have no cause.

j^rc. My gracious lady, go.

And thither bear your treasure and your goods.

For my part. Til resign unto your grace

The feal I keep ; And fo betide to me.
As well I tender you, and all of yours

!

Come, I'll condud you to the fandluary. [Exeunf.

JCT III.

SCENE 1. nefame. A Street.

Flourijh, Enter theyoung Prince, attended^

Richard, Catesby, Buckingham, Cardinal

Bourchier, and Others.

Buc . Welcome, fwee t prince, to London, to your cham-
ber.

Ric . Welcome, dear cousin,my thoughts' fovereiga:

The weary way hath made you melancholy.

PrL No, uncle ; but our crofTes on the way
Have made it tedious, wearifome, and heavy

:

1 want more uncles here to welcome me.
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i?jc. Sweet prince, the untainted virtue ofyour years

Hath not yet div'd into the world's deceit

:

No more can you diftinguifh of a man,
Than of his outward Ihew; which, God he knows.
Seldom, or never, jumpeth with the heart.

Those uncles, which you want, were dangerous;

Your grace attended to their fugar'd words.

But look'd not on the poison of their hearts

:

God keep you from them, and from fuch falfe friends!

Pri. God keep me from falfe friends ! but they were

none. [yo"«

Ric. My lord, the mayor of London comes to greet

Enter the Lord Mayor, and his Train.

May. God blefs your grace with health and happy
days 1

Fri. I thank you,good my lord—and thank you all.—

\they kifs his Hand, and retire.

I thought, my mother, and my brother York,

Would long ere this have met us on the way :

Fie, what a Aug is Hajiings ! that he comes not

To tell us, whether they will come, or no.

Enter Hastings. [lord.

Buc. And, in good time, here comes the fvveating

Pri. Welcome, my lord :What,will our mother come?
Hab, On what occasion, God he knows, not I,

The queen your mother, and your brother Torky

Have taken fandluary : The tender prince

Would fain have come with me to meet your grace.

But by his mother was perforce withheld.

Buc. Fie ! what an indiredl and peevifli courfe

Is this of hers ? — Lord cardinal, will your grace

Perfuade the queen to fend the duke of York
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Unto his princely brother presently?

If ftie deny, «_ Lord HaftingSy go with him,
And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce.

Car, My lord of Buckinghaniy if my weak oratory

Can from his mother win the duke of Yorky

Anon exped him here : But if fhe be obdurate
To mild entreaties, God in heaven forbid

We fhould infringe the holy priviledge

Of blefTed fanduary ! not for all this land

Would I be guilty of fo great a fin.

Buc, You are too fenfelefs-obftinate, my lord.

Too ceremonious and traditional

:

Weigh it but with the greennefs of his age.

You break not fandluary in feizing him.
The benefit thereof is always granted

To those whose dealings have deserv'd the place.

And those who have the wit to claim the place

:

This prince hath neither claim'd it, nor deserv'd it

;

Therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it

:

Then, taking him from thence, that is not there.

You break no priviledge nor charter there.

Oft have I heard of fanduary men

;

But fanduary children, ne'er till now.
Car, My lord,you lhall o'er-rule my mind foronce.—

,

Come on, lord Hajiings, will you go with me ?

Has, I go, my lord.

Fri, My lords, make all the fpeedy hafle you may.
\Exeunt Has. and Car,

Say, uncle Ghfter, if our brother come.
Where fhall we fojourn 'till our coronation ?

Ric, Where it feenis befl: unto your royal felf,

li\ may counfel you, fome day, or two,.

13 greatnefs



Richard III. 55

Your highnefs fhall repose you at the tower

:

Then where you please, and fhall be thought mofl: fit

For your beft health and recreation.

Pri. I do not like the tower, of any place : —
Did Julius Casar build that place, my lord ?

Buc, He did, my gracious lord, begin that place ;

Which, fince, fucceeding ages have re-edify'd.

Pri. Is it upon record ? or elfe reported

Succeffively from age to age, he built it ?

Buc, 3(t W upon record, my gracious lord.

Pri, But fay, my lord, it were not regifter'd;

Methinks, the truth fhould live from age to age.

As 'twere retail'd to all pofterity.

Even to the generall all -ending day.

Ric. So wise fo young, they fay, do ne'er live long,

Pri. What fay you, uncle ?

Ric, I fay, without charadlers, fame lives long.

Thus, like the formal vice, iniquity,"

" I moralize,— two meanings in one word."
Pri. That Julius C^sar was a famous man

;

With what his valour did enrich his wit.

His wit fet down to make his valour live

:

Death makes no conqueft of this conqueror;

For yet he lives in fame, though not in life.—

I'll tell you what, my cousin Buckingham*

Buc. What, my good lord?

Pri. An if I live until I be a man,
I'll win our antient right in France again.

Or die a foldier, as I liv'd a king.

Ric, *'Shortfummers lightly have a forward fprlng.'*

Enter York, Haftings, and the Cardinal,

£vc . Now, ingood time, here comes the dukeof Tor^.

*3 of his *6 gracious Lord
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Pri» ' RichardofYork ! how fares our loving brother ?

Tor. Well, my dread lord; fo muft I call you now.
Pri, Ay, brother; to our grief, as it is yours

:

Too late he dy'd, that might have kept that title.

Which by his death hath loft much majefty.

Ric, How fares our cousin, noble lord of York?
YoR, I thank you, gentle uncle. O, my lord,^

You faid, that idle weeds are faft in growth

:

The prince my brother hath out-grown me far.

Ric, He hath, my lord.

YoR. And therefore is he idle ?

Ric. O, my fair cousin, I muft not fay fo,

YoR, Then he is more beholding to you, than I.

Ric, He may command me, as my fovereign

;

But you have power in me, as in a kinsman.
YoR, I pray you, uncle, tJ?en, give me this dagger.

Rjc. My dagger, little cousin? with all my heart.

Prz, A beggar, brother?

YoR. Of my kind uncle, that, I know, will give;

And, being a toy, it is no grief to give.

Ric, a greater gift than that I'll give my cousin.

YoR, A greater gift ! O, that's the fword to it ?

Ric, Ay, gentle cousin, were it light enough.

YoR. O then, I fee, you'll part but with light gifts;

In weightier things you'll fay a beggar, nay.

Ric, It is too weighty for your grace to wear.

YoR. I weigh it lightly, were it heavier,

Ric, What, would you have my weapon, little lord ?

YoR, I would, that I might thank you as you call me.
Ric, How?
YoR, Little.

Pn. My lord of York will ftill be crofs. in talk 5
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Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him.

Tor. You mean, to bear me, not to bear with me : ^
Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me

;

Because that I am little like an ape.

He thinks that you Ihould bear me on your fhoulders.

Buc, With what a lharp-provided wit he reasons

[to HalHngs.

To mitigate the fcorn he gives his uncle,"

He prettily and aptly taunts himfelf:"
** So cunning, and fo young, is wonderful."

Ric. My lord, will't please your fjifiljnefo pafs along ?

Myfelf, and my good cousin Buckingham^

Will to your mother ; to entreat of her.

To meet you at the tower, and welcome you.

Tor, What, will you go unto the tower, my lord?

Pri, My lord protedor |)ere will have it fo.

Tor, I /hall not lleep in quiet at the tower.

Ric , Why, fxXf what fliould you fear ?

Tor, Marry, my uncle Clarence* angry ghofl;

My grandam told me, he was murther'd there*

Pri, I fear no uncles dead.

Ric, Nor none that live, I hope.

Pri. An if they live, I hope, I need not fear.

But come, my lord ; and, with a heavy heart.

Thinking on them, go I unto the tower.

{Exeunt Pri. Yor. Haf. Car, and Attendants.

Buc, Think you, my lord, this little prating Tork
Was not incenfed by his fubtle mother.

To taunt and fcorn you thus opprobrioufly ?

Ric, No doubt, no doubt : O, 'tis a parlous boy;
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable

;

He'^ all the mother's, from the top to toe.
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Buc. Well, let them reft. —
Come hither, eentle Catesby ; Thou art Avorn,

As deeply to elFe^l what we intend.

As clofely to conceal what we impart

:

Thou know'ft our reasons urg'd upon the way;"-
What think'ft thou ? is it not an easy matter.

To make JVilliam lord Haftings of our mind.
For the inftalment of this noble duke
In the feat royal of this famous isle ?

Cat. He for his father's fake fo loves the prince.

That he will not be won to ought againft him.

Buc. What think'ft thou then ofStanley P will not he ?

CAr, He will do all in all as Haftings doth,

Buc, Well then, no more but this: Go, gentle C«/^j^,

And, as it were far off", found thou lord Haftings^

How he doth ftand affeded to our purpose

;

And fummon him to-morrow to the tower.

To fit about the coronation.

If thou doft find him traflable to us.

Encourage him, and tell him all our reasons

:

If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling.

Be thou fo too ; and fo break off the talk.

And give us notice of his inclination :

For we to-morrow hold divided councils.

Wherein thyfelf ftialt highly be employed.

Ric , Commend me to lord William : tell him, Caieshy^

His antient knot of dang'rous adverfaries

To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret caftle

;

And bid my friend, for joy of this good news.

Give miftrefs Shore one gentle kifs the more.

Buc, Good Catesby y go, elfedi: this businefs foundly.

Cat. My good lords both, with all the heed I can.
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Ric. Shall we hear from you, Catejij, ere we fleep ? •

Or. You lhall, my lord.

Ric, At Cr£/^-place, there ftiall you find us both,

[Exit Catesby,
Buc. My lord, what fhall we do, if we perceive

Lord Hajiings will not yield to our complots ? [mine

:

Ric . Chop off his head ;
— fomething we will deter-

And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me
Th' earldom of Hereford, and all the moveables

Whereof the king my brother was posseft.

Buc, I'll claim that promise at your grace's hand.

Ric, And look to have it yielded with ail kindnefs.

Come, let us fop betimes ; that afterwards

We may dlgeft our complots in fome form. [Exeunt,

SCENE II. Before Lord H^^mgz' Hou/e.

Enter a Meffenger.

Mef My lord, my lord,— [knocking^

H^s. Who knocks ?

Mef, One from lord Stanley,

Has, What is't o'clock

?

Mef Upon the ftroke of four.

Enter Hastings.
Ha5, Cannot thy mafter fleep the tedious nights?

Mef So it fhould feem by that I have to fay.

Firft, he commends him to your noble lordfhip; —
Has, And then,—

Mef And then he fends you word, mv lorB^

He dreamt to-night, the boar had raz'd his helm

:

Befides, he fays, there are two councils held

;

And that may be determin'd at the one.

Which may make you and him to rue at the other.

5 Now, my 2° from the Lord
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Therefore he fends to know your lordfhip's pleasure^—
If presently you will take horfe with him.

And with all fpeed poft {jence into the north.

To fhun the danger that his foul divines.

Has, Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord;

Bid him not fear the feparated councils :

His honour, and myfelf, are at the one;

And, at the other, is my good friend Cateshy%

Where nothing can proceed, that toucheth us.

Whereof I fhall not have intelligence.

Tell him, his fears are fhallow, without inftance

:

And for his dreams,— 1 wonder, he's fo fond.

To truft the mockery of unquiet flumbers

:

To fly the boar, before the boar purfues.

Were to incenfe the boar to follow us.

And make purfuit, where he did mean no'chace.

Go, bid thy mafter rise and come to me

;

And we will both together to the tower.

Where, he fhall fee, the boar will use us kindly.

Me/. I'll go, mylord, and tell him what you fay. [£;v/V,

Enter Gates by.

Cat, Many good morrows to my noble lord !

Has, Good morrow, Cateshy, you are early ftirring:

What news, what news, in this our tottering flate *

Cat. It is a reeling world, indeed, my lord

;

And, I believe, will never ftand upright,

^Till Richard wear the garland of the realm, [crown?
Has, How wear the garland? doft thou mean the

Cat. Ay, my good lord. [ders.

Has, ril have this crown of mine cut frommy ftioul-

Before Pll fee the crown fo foul mifplac'd.

But canft thou guefs that he doth aim at it ?
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CaX' Ay, on my life; and hopes to find you forward

Upon his partyj for the gain thereof

:

And, thereupon, he fends you this good news,—
That, this fame very day, your enemies.

The kindred of the queen, muft die 2XPomfret.

Has. Indeed, I am no mourner for that news.

Because they have been ftill my adverfaries

:

But, that I'll give my voice on Richard^s fide#

To bar my mailer's heirs in true defcent,

God knows, I will not do it, to the death.

CAt, God keep your lordfhip in that gracious mind

!

Has. But Ilhalllaughat this a twelvemonth hence,—
That they which brought me in my mailer's hate,

I live to look upon their tragedy.

Well, Caieshyy ere a fortnight make me older,

I'll fend fome packing, that yet think not on't.

Cat, 'Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious lord.

When men are unprepared and look not for it.

Has. O, monftrous, monflrous ! and fo falls it out
With Ri^ersy Vaughariy Grey : and fo 'twill do
With fome men elfe, that think themfelves as fafe

As thou, and I ; who, as thou know'll, arc dear

To princely Richard, and to Buckingham.

Cat, The princes both make high account of you, —

.

*• For they account his head upon the bridge."

Has . I know, they do ; and I have well deserv'd it. —

.

Enter Stanley.
Come on, come on, where is your boar-fpear, man ?

Fear you the boar, and go fo unprovided? \Cateshy:^

StA. My lord, good morrow; anU good morrow.
You may jefl on, but, by the holy rood,

I do not like these feveral councils, I.

Vol. VI. £
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Has. My lord,

I hold my life as dear as you do yours 5

And never, in my life, I do proteft,

Was it more precious to me than 'tis now :

' Think you, but that I know our ftate fecure,

I would be fo triumphant as I am ? [don^

StA. The lords at Pom/ret^ when they rode from Lon-'

Were jocund^ and fuppos'd their ftates were fure>

And they (indeed) had no cause to millruft

;

But yet, you fee, how foon the day o'er-caft.

This fudden ftab of rancour I mifdoubt;

Pray God, I fay, I prove a needlefs coward

!

What, (hall we toward the tower ? the day is fpent.

Has. Come, come, have with you: Wotyou what, my
lord ?

To-day the lords you talk of are beheaded. [heads,

SrA, They, for their truth, might better wear their

Than fome, that have accus'd them, wear their hats.

But come, let us away.

Enter a Purfuivant.

Ha^* Go on before,

rU talk with this good fellow. ^ How novv, firrah ?

\Exeunt St a. and Cat.
How goes the world with thee \

pur. The better, that your lordfhip please to afk.

Has. I tell thee, man, 'tis better with me now.
Than when thou met'ft me laft where now we meet

:

Then was I going prisoner to the tower.

By the fuggeftion of the queen's allies ;

But now, I tell thee, (keep it to thyfelf

)

This day those enemies are put to death>

And I in better ftate than ere I was.

19 <:ome my Lo : let
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Pun God hold it, to your honour's good content

!

Hj4S. Gramercy, fellow : There,"}" drink that for me.
[thro<wing him his Furfe.

Fur. I_thank your honour. \Exit Purfuivant.

Ent$r a Prieft.

Fri, Well met, my lord ; I am glad to fee your honour.

Has, I thank thee, good {ixjohfiy with all my heart.

I am in your debt for your laft exercise ;

Come the next fabboth, and I will content you.

Enter Buckingham.
Buc, What, talking with a prieft, lord chamberlain ?

Your friends at Fomfret^ they do need the prieft

;

Your honour hath no ftiriving work in hand.

Has, Good faith, and when I met this holy man,
The men you talk of came into my mind.
What, go you toward the tower ?

Buc . I do, my lord ; but long I cannot ftay there

I fhall return before your lordfliip thence.

Has, Nay, like enough, for I ftay dinner there.

Bvc . < * And fupper too, although thou know'ft it not."

Come, will you go ?

Has, I'll wait upon your lordfliip. \Exeunt.

SCENE 111. Pomfret. Before the Cajile.

Entery as to Execution^ Grey, Rivers, ^w^Vaughan;
RAT c L I F F , and a Guards uuith them,

Riv, Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this,—
To-day flialt thou behold a fubjed: die.

For truth, for duty, and for loyalty.

Gre, God blefs the prince from all the pack of you

!

A knot you are of damned blood-fuckers.

Fau, You live, that lhall cry woe for this hereafter.
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RAt. Difpatch ; the limit of your lives is out.

Riv. O PoTjifret, Pomfret! o thou bloody prison,

Fatal and ominous to noble peers!

Within the guilty closure of thy walls,

Richard the fecond here was hiick'd to death :

And, for more dander to thy dismal feat.

We give thee up our guiltlefs blood to drink.

Gre, Now Margaret's curfe is falPn upon oar heads.

When ihe exclaim'd on Haftings^ you, and I,

For landing by when Richard ftab'd her fon.

Riv, Then eurPd flie Hajfings, carf'd fhe Buckingham^

Then curPd fhe Richard; ^O, remember, God,
To hear her prayers ijbr them, as now for us \

And for my fifter, and her princely fons,—

Be fatiffy'd, dear God, with our true bloods,

Which, as thou know'ft, unjuftly muft be fpilt!

Rat. Make hade, the hour of death is now expir'd.

Riv. Come,Gr^^— come, Vaughan, ^Itt us here em-
brace ;

Farewel, until we meet again in heaven, \_Exeunt.

SCENE IV. London. A Room in the Touuer,

Stanley, Hastings, Buckingham, Bijhop <?/'EIy,

and Othersy difco'ver'dfitting at a Table ; Officers

of the Council attending.

Has. Now, noble peers, the cause why we are met
Is"^to determine of the coronation :

In God's name, fpeak, when is the royal day ?

JBuc. Are all things ready for that royal time ?

Sta, They are, and wants but nomination.

BiJ^, To-morrow then I judge a happy day.

Bug, Who knows the lord protedor's mind herein ?

ri Haftingsy then curfl 3© Jt is, and
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Who IS moft inward with the noble duke ? [mind.

Bijh. Your grace, we think, fliould fooneft know his

Buc, We know each other's faces : for our hearts,—

He knows no more of mine, than I of yours ;

Nor I of his, my lord, than you of mine :

Lord Hajfings, you and he are near in love.

Has, I thank his grace, I know he loves me well

;

But, for his purpose in the coronation,

I have not founded him, nor he deliver'd

His gracious pleasure any way therein :

But you, my noble lord, may name the time

;

And in the duke^s behalf I'll give my voice.

Which, I presume, he'll take in gentle part.

Enter Richard.
Bi/h. In happy time, here comes the duke himfelf.

Ric. My noble lords and cousins, all good morrow

;

I have been long a fleeper ; but, I truft.

My abfence doth negleft no great defign.

Which by my presence might have been concluded.

Buc. Had you not come upon your cue, my lord,

William lord Hajiings had pronounc'd your part,—

I mean, your voice,— for crowning of the king.

Ric. Than my lord^/z/?/»^/,noman mightbebolder4

His lordfhip knows me well, and loves me well. —

,

My lord of Ely^ when I was laft in Holhorn^

I faw good ftrawberries in your garden there

;

I do befeech you, fend for fome of them.

Bijh. Marry, and will, my lord, with all my heart.

\Exit Biihop.

RiC. Cousin of Buckingham, a word with you :

\dranving him ajide*

Caiesby hath founded Hajiings in our businefs

;

E3
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-And finds the tefty gentleman fo hot.

That he will lose his head, ere give confent.

His matter's child, as worfhipfully he terms it.

Shall lose the royalty of England'^s throne.

Buc, Withdraw yourfelf awhile, I'll go with you,

\Exeunt Ric, and Bug,
We have not yet fet down this day of triumph

;

To-morrow, in my judgment, is too fudden

;

For I myfelf am not fo well provided.

As elfe I would be, were the day prolong'd.

Re-enter Bijhop ofYAy,

Bijh, Where is my lord Protedlor? I have fent

For these fame ftrawberries. [ning;

Has . His grace looks chearfullyand fmooth this mor-
There's fome conceit or other likes him well.

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch fpirit.

I think, there's ne'er a man in chriftendom,

Can leffer hide his love, or hate, than he

;

For by his face ftraight (hall you know his heart.

SrA, What of his heart perceive you in his face,

By any likelihood he fhew'd to-day ?

Has. Marry, that with no man here he is offended

;

For, were he, he had fhewn it in his looks.

jR!^-^»/^rRl CHARD, ^/;?^BuCKINGHAM, hafttly\ LovEL,
and Ratcliff, <with them \ a Guard behind,

Ric. I pray you all, tell me what they deserve,

[ad'vancing Jiernly toward his Seat.

That do confpire my death with devilifh plots

Of damned witchcraft; and that have prevail'd

Upon my body with their hellilh charms }

Has. The tender love I bear your grace, my lord.

Makes me moll forward in thig noble presence
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To doom the offenders, whofoe'er they be:

I fay, my lord, they have deserved death.

Ric, Then be your eyes the witnefs of their evil.

Look how I am betwitch'd ; behold, mine arm
[Jiripping and laying it bare.

Is like a blafted fapHng, wither'd up

:

And this is Edqjuard's wife, that monftrous witch,

Conforted with that harlot, ftrumpet Shore,

That by their witchcraft thus have marked me.
Has, If they have done this deed, my noble lord^—
Ric, If! thou prote6lor of this damned ftrumpet,

Talk'ft thou to me of ifs ? Thou art a traitor,

Off with his head ;--now by faint Paul 1 fwear,

I will not dine until I fee the fame. —
Lo^jel, and Ratclijf, look that it be done ; —
The reft, that love me, rise, and follow me.

[Council rise in Confusion", and
Exeunt, ^ith Ric. /^WBuc.

Ha^, Woe, woe, for England! not a whit for me;
For I, too fond, might have prevented this

:

Stanley did dream, the boar did raze his helm

;

But I difdain'd it, and did ftorn to fly

:

Three times to-day my foot-cloth horfe did ftumble.

And ftartl'd, when he lookM upon, the tower,.

As loth to bear me to the flaughter-houfe.

O, now I need the prieft that fpake to me :

Now I repent I told the purfuivant,

As too triumphing, how mine enemies

To-day at Pom/ret bloodily were butcher'd.

And 1 myfelf fecure in grace and favour.

O, Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curfe

Is lighted on poor Hajiings^ wretched head.
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Rat, DIfpatch, my lord, the duke would be at dinner;

Make a ftiort jfhrift, he longs to fee your head.

Has, O momentary grace of mortal men.
Which we more hunt for than the grace of God !

Who builds his hope in air of your fair looks.

Lives like a drunken failor on a maft;

Ready, with every nod, to tumble down
Into the fatal bowels of the deep.

Lov, Come, come, difpatch ; 'tis bootlefs to exclaim.

Has . O bloody -^/VW^/— miserable England J

I prophefy the fearful'll time to thee.

That ever wretched age hath look'd upon.

Come, lead me to the block, bear him my head

;

They fmile at me, who fhortly ^hall be dead. [Exeunt*

SCENE V. The fame. The To^er-Walls.

Enter Richard, and Buckingham, in tufty

Jrmour, mawellous ill-fa^vour^d*

Ric . Come, cousin, canft thouquake, and change thy

colour ?

Murther thy breath in middle of a word,—
And then again begin, and flop again.

As if thou wert diftraught, and mad with terror ?

£uc. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep tragedian;

Speak, and look back, and pry on every fide.

Tremble and ftart at wagging of a ftraw.

Intending deep fufpicion : gaftly looks

Are at my fervice, like enforced fmiles

;

And both are ready in their offices.

At any time, to grace my ftratagems.

But what, is Cateshy gone ?

RiQ. He is; and, fee, he brings the mayor along.
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Enter the Lord Mayor, and Catesby,

Bvc. Let me alone to entertain him— Lord mayor,-^
Ric, Look to the draw-bridge there.

Buc. Hark, IjatS ! a drum.
Ric. Catesby y o'er-look the walls.

Buc. Lord mayor, the reason we have fent for you,"~

Ric, Look back, defend thee, here are enemies.

Buc. God and our innocency defend and guard us

!

Enter Lovel, RatclifF, nxjith

Haftings' Head,

Ric. Be patient, they are friends ; Ratcliffy and Lo^eh
Lor. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor.

The dangerous and unfufpedled Hayings,

RiC. So dear I lov'd the man, that I muft weep.
I took him for the plaineft harmlefs creature.

That breath'd upon the earth a chriftian ;

Made him my book, wherein my foul recorded

The hiftory of all her fecret thoughts

:

So fmooth he daub'd his vice with Ihew of virtue.

That, his apparent open guilt omitted,*—

I mean, his converfation with Shore's wife,—
He liv'd from all attainder of fufpedl.

Buc. Well, well, he was the covert'ft Ihelter'd traitor

That ever liv'd. — Look you, my lord mayor.
Would you imagine, or almoft believe,

(Wert not, that by great preservation

We live to tell it you) the fubtle traitor

This day had plotted, in the council-houfe.

To murther me, and my good lord of GloJierP

May. What, had he fo ?

Ric, What! think you we 2re Turks, or infidels ?

Qx th^t would, againft the form of law,

^4 V, iVbrtf,
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Proceed thus radily in the villain's death;

But that the extream peril of the cafe,

The peace of England, and our perfons' fafety,

EnforcM us to this execution ?

May, Now, fair befal you ! he deserv'd his death ;

And your good graces both have well proceeded.

To warn faife traitors from the like attempts,

I never look'd for better at his hands.

After he once fell in with miftrefs Shore,

Buc, Yet had we not determined he ftiould die.

Until your lordfliip came to fee his end ;

Which now the loving hafte of these
"f"

our friends^

Somewhat againft our meaning, hath prevented :

Because, my lord, we w^ould have had you heard -

The traitor fpeak, and timoroufly confefs

The manner and the purpose of his treasons;

That you might well have fignify'd the fame
Unto the citizens, who, haply, may
Mifconftrue us in him, and wail his death.

May, But, my good lord, your grace's word lhall ferve.

As well as I had feen, and heard him fpeak :

And do not doubt^ right noble princes both.

But I'll acquaint our duteous citizens

With all your jufl: proceedings in this cafe.

Ric, And to that end we vvilh'd your lordfhip here.

To avoid the cenfures of the carping world.

Buc, But fmce you came too late for our intent.

Yet witnefs what you hear we did intend :

And fo, my good lord mayor, we bid farewel.

[Exit Mayor.
Ric, Go,, after, after, cousin Buckingham,

The mayor towards Guild-hall hies him in all poft

:

'3 have ^7 late of our
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There, at your meeteft vantage of the time.

Infer the baftardy of Edward's children :

Tell them, how Edward put to death a citizen.

Only for faying— he would make his fon

Heir to the crown ; meaning, indeed, his houfe.

Which, by the fign thereof, was termed fo.

Moreover, urge his hateful luxury.

And beaftial appetite in change of luft

;

Which ftretch^d unto their fervants, daughters, wives.

Even where his raging eye, or favage heart.

Without controul, lifted to make his prey.

Nay, for a need, thus far come near my perfon :

Tell them, when that my mother went with child

Of that infatiate Edward, noble Tork^

My princely father, then had wars in France ;

And, by juft computation of the time.

Found, that the ifiue was not his begot;

Which well appeared in his lineaments,

Being nothing like the noble duke my father

:

But touch this fparingly, as 'twere far off;

Because, my lord, you know, my mother lives.

Buc, Doubt not, my lord; Til play the orator,

As if the golden fee, for which I plead.

Were for myfelf: and fo, my lord, adieu.

Ric, Ifyou thrive well, bringthem toBaynard^s caftle

;

Where you fhall find me well accompany'd.

With reverend fathers, and well-learned bifhops.

Buc, I go; and, towards three or four o'clock,

J^ook for the news that the Guild-hall affords.

l^Exit Buckingham.
Ric, Go, Lo'vel, with all fpeed to doftor Sl?an.v,^

Qq thou [/o Cat.] to friar Pe/ihr 5 «.bid them both

I
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Meet me, within this hour, at Bayjiardh caftlc.

[Exeunt Lov. and Cat.

Now will I in, to take Tome privy order

To draw the brats of Clarence out of fight

;

And to give notice, that no manner perfoti

Have, any time, recourfe unto the princes. [^Exeunt.

SCENE VI . Thefame. A Street.

Enter a Scrivener.

Scr. Here'["istheindi6lmentofthegoodIord^/'^/V;^i;

Which in a fet hand fairly is engroff'd.

That it may be to-day read o'er in PauPs.

And mark how well the fequel hangs together

Eleven hours I have fpent to write it over.

For yefternight by Cateshy was it fent me;
The precedent was full as long a doing

:

And yet within these five hours Haftings liv'd.

Untainted, unexamined, free, at liberty.

Here's a good world the while !
— Who is fo grofs,

That cannot fee this palpable device ?

Yet who fo bold, but fays — he fees it not ?

Bad is the world; and all will come to nought.

W^hen fuch bad dealing muft be feen in thought. \Exit.

SCENE Vll. Thefame. Court o/Baynard'j Cafile.

Enter Richard, Buckingham, meeting,

Fic. How now, how now? what fay the citizens?

Buc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord,

The citizens are mum, fay not a word.

Ric. Touch'd youthebaftardyof^^^^^r^'s children?

Buc. I did; with his contraft with hdy Lucj,

And his contrad by deputy in France

:
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The Jnfatiate greedlnefs of his desire,

And his enforcement of the city wives;

His tyranny for trifles ; his own baftardy,—

'

As heino; got, your father then in France,

And his resemblance, being not like the duke.
Withal, I did infer your lineaments,—

Being the right idea of your father.

Both in your form and noblenefs of mind :

Lay'd open all your vidories in Scotland^

Your difcipline in war, wisdom in peace,

Your bounty, virtue, fair humility

;

Indeed, left nothing, fitting for your purposes
Untouched, or flightly handPd, in difcourfe.

And, when my oratory drew toward end,

I bad them, that did love their country's good.
Cry — God fave Richard^ England'*^ royal king !

Ric. And did they fo ?

Bvc. No, fo God help me, they fpake not a word;
But, like dumb ftatues, or tmbreathing flones,

Star'd each on other, and look'd deadly pale.

Which when I faw, I reprehended them

;

And afk'd the mayor, what meant this wilful filence:

His anfwer was,— the people were not us'd

To be fpoke to, but by their oton recorder.

Then he was urg'd to tell my tale again ;
—

Thus faith the duke, thus hath the duke infer^d%

But nothing fpoke in warrant from himfelf.

When he had done, fome followers of mine own>
At lower end the hall, hurl'd up their caps,

And fome ten voices cry'd, Godfave king RicLnrd !

And thus I took the vantage of those few,—
Thanks, gentle citizens f andfriends^ quoth I ^

29 end of the
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^hts general applause^ and chearfulJhoiit^,

Arguesyour nvisdom, andyour hue to Richard

:

And even here brake off, and came away.

Ric . What tonguelefs blocks were they ; Would they

not fpeak ?

Will not the mayor then, and his brethren, come?
Bvc. The mayor is here at hand ; Intend fome fear

;

Be not you fpoke with, but by mighty fuit:

And look you get a prayer-book in your hand.

And ftand between two churchmen, good my lord;

For on that ground I'll make a holy defcant

:

And be not easily won to our requefts

;

Play the maid's part, ftill anfwer nay, and take it.

Ric, I go ; And if you plead as well for them.
As I can fay nay to thee for myfelf,

No doubt we bring it to a happy ifTue. \Knock.

Buc, Go, go, up to the leads ; the lord mayor knocks.

\^Exit Richard.
Enter the Lord Mayor ; nvith certain

Aldermen^ and Others,

Welcome, my lord : I dance attendance here

;

1 think, the duke will not be fpoke withal. —
Enter Catesby.

Now, Catesby P what fays your lord to my requeft ?

C^r. He doth entreat your grace, my noble lord.

To visit him to-morrow, or next day :

He is within, with two right reverend fathers.

Divinely bent to meditation ;

And in no worldly fuit would he be mov'd.

To draw him from his holy exercise.

Buc. Return, good Catesby, to the gracious duke;

Tell him, myfelf, the mayor and aldermen.
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In deep deligns, In matter of great moment.
No lefs Importing than our general good.

Are come to have fome conference with his grace.

Cat. ril fignify fo much unto him ftraight. [Exit,

Buc, Ah ha, my lord, this prince is not an Zdiuard!

He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed.

But on his knees at meditation ;

Not dallying with a brace of courtezans.

But meditating with two deep divines;

Not lleeping, to engrofs his idle body,

But praying, to enrich his watchful foul

:

Happy were England^ would this virtuous prince

Take on himfelf the fov'reignty thereof

;

But, fure, I fear, we fhall ne'er win him to it.

May. Marry, God defend his grace fhould fay us nay

!

Bvc. I fear, he will: Here Gatesby comes again;—
Re enter Gates by.

What fays your lord ?

C^r. He wonders to what end you have afTembrd
Such troops of citizens to come to him,

His grace not being warn'd thereof before ;

He fears, my lord, you mean no good to him.

Buc. Sorry T am, my noble cousin fhould

Sufped me, that I mean no good to him :

By heaVen, we come to him in perfedt love ;

And fo once more return and tell his grace. \Exit Cat.
When holy and devout religious men
Are at their beads, 'tis much to draw them thence;

So fweet is zealous contemplation.

J?«/^r Rich AR D, in a Balcony^ aho^e^ between

t^o Bijhops ; C A T E s B Y again y belouo, [men ;

May, See, wh«re his grace (lands 'tween two clergy-

6 lulling
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Buc. Two props of virtue for a chriftian prince.

To ftay him from the fall of vanity :

And, fee, a book of prayer in his hand ;

True ornaments to know a holy man.
Famous Plantagenet^ mofl gracious prince.

Lend favourable ear to our requefts

;

And pardon us the interruption

Of thy devotion, and right chriilian zeal.

Ric, My lord, there needs no fuch apology;

I rather do befeech you pardon me,
Who, earneft in the fervice of my God,
Defer'd the visitation of my friends.

But, leaving this, what is your grace's pleasure ?

Buc, Even that, I hope, which pleaseth God above.

And all good men of this ungovern'd ifle.

Ric. I do fufpedl, I have done fome offence.

That feems difgracious in the city's eye ;

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance, [grace,

Buc, You have, mylord;'Would,itmightplease your

On our entreaties, to amend your fault

!

Ric» Elfe wherefore breath I in a chriftian land ?

Buc, Know, then, it is your fault, that you resign

The fupream feat, the throne majeftical.

The fcepter'd office of your anceilors,

Your ftate of fortune, and your due of birth.

The lineal glory of your royal houfe.

To the corruption of a blemifh'd flock :

Whilfl, in the mildnefs of your fleepy thoughts,

(Which here we waken to our country's good)

The noble ifle doth want her proper limbs

;

Her face defac'd with fears of infamy.

Her royal flock graft with ignoble plants^

32 His
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And almoft flioulder'd in the fwallowJng gulf

Of dark forgetfulnefs and deep oblivion.

Which to recure, we heartily follicit

Your gracious felf to take on you the charge

And kingly government of this your land ;

Not as protedor, lleward, fubftitute.

Or lowly fadlor for another's gain ;

But as fuccefTively, from blood to blood,

Your right of birth, your empery, your own.
For this, conforted with the citizens.

Your very worfhipful and loving friends.

And by their vehement inftigation,

In this juft fuit come I to move your grace.

Ric, I cannot tell, if to depart in filence.

Or bitterly to fpeak in your reproof,

Beft fitteth my degree, or your condition :

For, not to anfwer, you might haply think.

Tongue- ty'd ambition, not replying, yielded

To bear the golden yoke of fov'reignty.

Which fondly you would here impose on me

;

If to reprove you for this fuit of yours.

So feason'd with your faithful love to me.
Then, on the other fide, I check'd my friends

Therefore,— to fpeak, and to avoid the firft ;

And then, in fpeaking, not incur the laft,"'

Definitively thus I anfwer you.

Your love deserves my thanks ; but my desert

Unmeritable, fhuns your high requeft.

Firft, if all obftacles were cut away,

And that my path were even to the crown.
As the ripe revenue and due of birth

;

Yet fo much is my poverty of fpirit.

Vol. VII.
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So mighty, and fo many, my defedls,

That I would rather hide me from my greatnefs,"*

Being a bark to brook no mighty fea,—

Than in my greatnefs covet to be hid.

And in the vapour of my glory fmother'd.

But, God be thank'd, there is no need of me;
(And much I need to help you, if need were)

The royal tree hath left us royal fruit,

Which, mellow'd by the dealing hours of time.

Will well become the feat of majefty,

And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign :

On him I lay that you would lay on me,
The right and fortune of his happy ilars,-"

Which, God defend, that 1 ftiould wring from him!
Buc, My lord, this argues conscience in your grace.j

But the refpedls thereof are nice and trivial.

All circumllances well confidered.

You fay, that Echvard is your brother's fon ;

So fay we too, but not by Edward's wife :
—

For firll he was contrad to lady Lucy^

Your mother lives a witnefs to his vow

;

And afterwards by fubflitute betrothed

To BonUi filler to the king ofFrance:

These both put by, a poor petitioner,

A care-craz'd mother to a many fons,

A beauty-waining and diftreffed widow.
Even in the afternoon of her bed days,

Made prize and purchafe of his wanton eye,

Seduc'd the pitch and height of his degree

To bafe declenfion and loath'd bigamy

;

By her, in his unlawful bed, he got

This Edward, whom our manners call— the prince.
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More bitterly could I expdftulate.

Save that, for reverence to fome alive,

I give a fparing limit to my tongue.

Then, good my lord, take to your royal felf

This profFer'd benefit of dignity :

If not to blefs us and the land withal.

Yet to draw forth your noble anceitry.

From the corruption of abusing time,

Unto a lineal true-derived courfe.

May, Do, good my lord; your citizens entreat you.

Buc, Refuse not, mighty lord, this profFer'd love.

Cat, O, make them joyful, grant their lawful fuit.

Ric, Alas J why would you heap those cares on me ?

I am unfit for flate and majefty :
—

I do befeech you, take it not amifs

;

I cannot, nor I will not yield to you.

Buc, If you refuse it,— as, in love and zeal.

Loth to depose the child, your brother's fon ;

As well we knov/ your tendernefs of heart.

And gentle, kind, effeminate remorfe,

Which we have noted in you to your kindred^

And equally (indeed) to all eflates,

—

Yet know, whe'r you accept our fuit, or no.

Your brother's fon fhall never reign Our king

;

But we v/ill plant fome other in the throne.

To the difgrace and downfal of your houfe.

And, in this resolution, here we leave you ; —
Come, citizens, we will entreat no more.

[Exit, ivith the Citize?tf,

Cat, Call them again, fweet prince, accept their fuit j

If you deny them, all the land will rue it.

Ric. Will you enforce me to a world of cares ?
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Well, Call them again ; [Exit Cat.] I am not made of
But penetrable to your kind entreaties, [ftone.

Albeit againft my confcience and my foul.—

Re-enter Buckingham, ajid the reft.

Cousin of Buckingham^ and fage grave men,—
Since you will buckle fortune on my back,

To bear her burthen, whether I will, or no,

I muft have patience to endure the load :

But if black fcandal, or foul-fac'd reproach.

Attend the fequel of your imposition.

Your meer enforcement fhall acquittance me
From all the impure blots and ftains thereof

;

For God he knows, and you may partly fee.

How far I am from the desire of this.

May. God blefs your grace ! we fee it, and will fay it.

Ric. In faying fo, you fhall but fay the truth.

Bvc. Then i falute you with this royal title,—

Long live king Richard, England^s worthy king t

all. Amen.
Buc^ To-morrow may it please you to be crown'd ?

Ric. Even when you please, for you will have it fo.

Buc. To-morrow then we will attend your grace ;

And fo, moft joyfully, we take our leave.

Rjc. Come, let us to our holy work again : —
Farewel, good cousin ;— farewel, gentle friends. [Exeunt,

ACT IV.
SCENE I. Before the Toiver.

Enter, on one Side, Anne Dutchefs of Glofter,

and Clarence'/ Daughter n/jith her ; on the other

,

the Queen, the Dutches ^ York, andMarquifs

1 ilon«s
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Dorset : Attendants tvith them^

Dut, Who meets us here ? my niece Plantagenet^

Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Glofter?

Now, for my life, (he's wand'ring to the tower.

On pure heart's love, to greet the tender prince. —
Daughter, well met.

Ai^ii . God give your graces both

A happy and a joyful time of day !

As much to you, good fifter ! Whither away ?

Ani^ . No farther than the tower; and> as I guefs.

Upon the like devotion as yourfelves.

To gratulate the gentle princes there.

^e. Kind fifter, thanks ; we'll enter all together

:

Brakenbury.
And, in good time, here the lieutenant comes. —
Mafter lieutenant, pray you, by your leave.

How doth the prince, and my young fon of York?
Bka. Right well, dear madam : By your patience,^

I may not fufFer you to visit them

;

The king hath ftridly charg'd the contrary.

The king ! who's that ?

Bra, I mean, the lord protedlor.

The Lord protedt him from that kingly title !

Hath he fet bounds between their love, and me ?

I am their mother. Who (hall bar me from them ?

Dut, I am their father's mother, I will fee them,
-^//iV. Their aunt I am in law, in love their mother:

Then bring me to their lights ; I'll bear thy blame.

And take thy office from thee, on my peril.

Bra, No, madam, no, I may not leave it fo;

I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon me, [Exit,

Fj
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Enter Stanley.
S'tA. Let me but meet you, ladies, one hour hence.

And I'll falute your grace of York as mother.

And reverend looker-on, of two fair queens.--

Come, madam, \to Ann.] you muft ftraight to Weflminfler,

There to be crowned Richard's royal queen.

^e. Ah, cut my lace afunder! that my pent heart

May have fome fcope to beat, or elfe 1 fwoon
With this dead-killing news.

Jnn. Defpiteful tidings 1 o unpleasing news ! [grace?

Dor, Be of good chear Mother, how fares your

O Dorjet, fpeak not to me, get thee gone,

Death and deftruftion dog thee at the heels

;

Thy mother's name is ominous to children :

If thou wilt out-ftrip death, go crofs the feas.

And live with Richmond, from the reach of hell.

Go, hie thee, hie thee from this flaughter-houfe.

Left thou encreafe the number of the dead ;

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curfe,—

Nor mother, wife, nor England''s counted queen.

Sta, Full ofwise care is this your counfel, madam

:

Take all the fwift advantage of the hours ;

You lhall have letters from me to my fon

In your behalf, to meet you on the way

:

Be not ta'en tardy by unwise delay.

Dut, O ill-difperfing wind of misery! —
O my accurfed womb, the bed of death ;

A cockatrice haft thou hatch'd to the world.

Whose unavoided eye is murtherous

!

SrA* Come, madam, come ; I in all hafte was fenl.

j^^AT. And I with all unwillingnefs will go.

O, would to God, that the inclusive verge
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Of golden metal, that muft round my brow.
Were red-hot fteel, to fear me to the brain!

Anointed let me be with deadly venom ;

And die, ere men can fay — God fave the queen!

^e. Go, go, poor foul, I envy not thy glory;

To feed my humour, wifh thyfelf no harm.
^ATAT. No ! why ? —When he, that is my husband now

>

Came to me, as 1 follow'd Henry s corfe ;

When fcarce the blood was well wafli'd from his hands.

Which ilTu'd from my other angel husband,

And that dead faint which then t weeping follow'd

;

O, when, I fay, I look'd on Richard^s face.

This was my wilh,— i?^ thou, quoth I, accurpdy

For making me, fo young, fo old a ^idonx) !

And, njohen thou <wed let forroiv haunt thy bed ;

And be tljy wfe (if any be fo mud

)

More miserable by the life of thee,

7han thou hafi made me by my dear hrd'^s death !

Lo, ere 1 can repeat this curfe again.

Even in fo ihort a fpace, my woman's heart

Groffly grew captive to his honey words.

And prov'd the fubjed of my own fouFs curfe :

Whith hitherto hath held mine eyes from reft

For never yet one hour in his bed

Did I enjoy the golden dew of fleep.

But with his timorous dreams was ftill awakM.
Befides, he hates me for my father Warwick y

And will, no doubt, fhortly be rid of me.
^e. Poor heart, adieu; I pity thy complaining.

Ann, No more than with my foul I mourn for yours.

Dor. Farevvel, thou woful welcomer of glory.

Ann. Adieu, poor foul, that tak'ft thy leave of it,

F4
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Dut, Go thou to Richmottdy And good fortune guide
thee ! —

Go thou to Richardy And good angels tend thee ! —
Go thou to fandluary, And good thoughts possefs thee

!

I to my grave, Where peace and reft lye with me

!

Eighty odd years of forrow have I feen,

And each hour's joy wreck'd with a week of teen.

^e. Stay yet; look back, with me, unto the tower.-.

Pity, you ancient ftones, those tender babes.

Whom envy hath immur'd within your walls I

Rough cradle for fuch little pretty ones.

Rude ragged nurfe, old fullen play-fellow

For tender princes, use my babies well

!

So foolifh forrow bids your ftones farewel. [Exeunt,

SCENE II • Thefame, A Room of State in the Palace,

Flourijh. Richard, upon his Throne\ Buckingham,
and Lords9 by him : Ca t e s by , Page, and Others.

Ric. Stand all apart. — Cousin oi Buckinghamy^

Buc, My gracious fovereign :

Ric. Give me thy hand. Thus high, by thy advice.

And thy afliftance, is king Richard feated :
—

But (hall we wear these glories for a day ?

Or ftiall they laft, and we rejoice in them }

Buc. Still live they, and for ever let them laft!

Ric. Ah, Buckingham^ now do I *ply the touch.

To try if thou be current gold indeed :

—
-Young EdivardXwes ;

— Think now what I would fpeak.

Bvc. Say on, my loving lord,

Ric. Why, Buckingham, I fay, I would be king.

Buc. Why, fo you are, my thrice renowned liege.

Pac^ Ha ! am 1 king ? 'Tis fo : but Ed^ward lives.

^4 Sorrowes *6 play
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Buc True, noble prince,

Ric, O bitter confequence.

That Ednuard ftill fhould live — true noble prince

!

Cousin, thou waft not wont to be fo dull :
—

Shall I be plain ? I wifh the baftards dead

;

And I would have it fuddenly performed.

What fay'ft thou now ? fpeak fuddenly, be brief.

Buc, Your grace may do your pleasure.

Rjc. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindnefs freezes

:

Say, have I thy confent, that they lhall die ? [lord,

Bvc, Give me fome breath, fome little pause, dear

Before I positively fpeak in this

:

I will resolve your grace immediately. \Exit Buc.
Cat:. " The king is ^ngry; fee, he gnaws his lip."

\to a Stander-hy*

Ric, I will converfe with iron-witted fools.

And unrefpedive boys ; none are for me.
That look into me with coniiderate eyes :

—
High-reaching Buckingham grows circumlpedl.—

Boy,-
Pag. My lord : «

Ric . Know*ft thou not any, whom corrupting gold

Would tempt unto a clofe exploit of death ?

Pag, 1 know a difcontented gentleman.

Whose humble means match not his haughty mind

:

Gold were as good as twenty orators.

And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing.

Ric. What is his name?
Pag. His name, my lord, h'^Tyrrel.

Ric. I partly know the man ; Go, call him hltherj^

boy.— l^ExU Page.

The deep-revolving witty Buckingham
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No more lhall be the neighbour to my counftls i.

Hath he fo long held out with me untir'd.

And flops he now for breath ? well, be it fo.

^«/^r Stanley.
How now, lord Stanley P what's the news ?

Sta, My lord.

The marquifs Dorfety as I hear, is fled

To Richmond, in the parts where he abides.

Ric, Come hither, Catesby : rumour it abroad,,

That Anne my wife is very grievous fick

;

I will take order for her keeping clofe.

Enquire me out feme mean-born gentleman,

Whom 1 will marry flraight to Clarence^ daughter :

The boy is foolifti, and I fear not hir%

Look, how thou dream'ft ! 1 fay again, give out.

That Anne my queen is fick, and like to die

:

About it ; for it Hands me much upon.

To Hop all hopes, whose growth may damage me.

{Exit Gates BT*
I muft be marry'd to my brother's daughter.

Or elfe my kingdom Hands on brittle glafs :

Murther her brothers, and then marry her

!

Uncertain way of gain ! But I am in

So far in blood, that fin will pluck on fin.

Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye.

Rerenter Page, ^ith Ty r r E l .

Is thy mmQ— Tyrrel f'

TrR , James TyrreL, and your mofl obedient fubjef!:.

Ric, Art thou, indeed ?

^YK, Prove me, my gracious lord.

J^ic, Dar'ft thou resolve to kill a friend of mine ?

Iyr . Please you ; but I had rather kill two enemies*^

6 Stanley t Know my loving Lord
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Rrc. Why, then thoirhaft it; two deep enemies,

Foes to my reft, and my fweet fleep's difturbers.

Are they that I would have thee deal upon

:

TyrreU I mean those baftards in the tower.

Tyr. Let me have open means to come to them.

And foon Pll rid you from the fear of them.

Ric. Thou fing'ft fweet musick. Hark, come hither,

Tyrrel ;

Go, by this=f= token Rise, and lend thine ear

:

\fwhi/pers him.

There is 130 more but fb ; Say, it is done.

And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it.

Ttr. I will difpatch it ftraight. [Exit*

Re-enter Buckingham.
Buc. My lord, I have confider'd in my mind

The late demand that you did found me in :

Ric. Well, let that reft. Dor/et is fled to Richmond.

Buc, I hear the news, my lord.

Ric, Stanley, he is your wife's fon ; Well, look to it.

Buc, My lord, I claim the gift, my due by promise.

For which your honour and your faith is pawn'd;
The earldom of Hereford, and the moveables

Which you have promised I lhall possefs.

Ric, Stanley, look to your wife ; if Ihe convey
Letters to Richmond, you lhall anfwer it.

Buc, What fays your highnefs to my juft requeft ?

Ric. I do remember me, Henry the iixth

Did prophefy, that Richmond Ihould be king.

When Richmond was a little peevifh boy.

A king !
— perhaps.

Buc, My lord,—

flic . How chance, the prophet could not at that time
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Have told me, I being by, that I fhould kill him ?

Buc. My lord, your promise for the earldom,-*

Ric, Richmond!— ^h^n laft I was at Exeter

^

The mayor in courtefy fhew'd me the caftle.

And caird \t— Rouge-mont : at which name, I ftarted;

Because a bard of Ireland told me once,

I fhould not live long after I faw Richmond.

Buc. My lord,—
Ric. Ay, what's o'clock ?

Buc. I am thus bold to put your grace in mind
Of what you promised me :

Ric. Well, but what's o'clock?

Buc. Upon the ftroke of ten.

Ric. Well, let it ftrike.

Buc. Why let it ftrike?

Ric. Because that, like a jack, thou keep'ft theftroke

Betwixt thy begging and my meditation.

I am not in the giving vein to-day.

Buc. Why, then resolve me whe'r you will, or no.

Ric. Thou troubrft me ; I am not in the vein.

[Exeunt Richard, and Train

^

Buc. Is it even fo? repays he my deep fervice

With fuch contempt ? made I him king for this ?

O, let me think on Hafiings ; and be gone
To Brecknock^ while my fearful head is on. [Exit.

[SCENE III. Thefame.
Enter Ty rrel.

TYR. The tyrannous and bloody a6l is done;
The mod arch deed of piteous mafTacre,

That ever yet this land was guilty of.

Dightcny and Forrejl, whom 1 did fuborn
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To do this piece of ruthlefs butchery,

Albeit they were flefht villains, bloody dog-s^

Melting with tendernefs and kind compafTion,

Wept like to children, in their deaths' fad ftory.

O, thusy quoth Dighton, lay the gentle babes^—
Thus^ thus, quoth Forrejl; girdling one another

Within their alablajier innocent arms :

Their lips tverefour^ed roses on a Jialky

Which ^ in theirfummer beauty ^ kijf^d each other

»

A book ofprayers on their pillonv lay ;

Which oncey quoth Forreji, almoft changed my mind:

But, 0, the de^il— there the villain ftop'd ;

When Dighton thus told on,~~ai;^/mothered

^he moft repUniJhedfweet ^uork of nature,

That, from the prime creation, e'er Jheframed.

Hence both are gone with confcience and remorfe.

They could not fpeak ; and fo I left them both,

To bear these tidings to the bloody king.

Enter Richard.
And here he comes : — All health, my fovereign lord

!

Ric. Kind Tyrrell am I happy in thy news ?

Ttr, If to have done the thing you gave in charge

Beget your happinefs, be happy then.

For it is done.

i?/c. But didft thou fee them dead ?

Tyr. I did, my lord.

Ric, And bury'd, gentle Tyrrel?

TrR, The chaplain of the tower hath bury'd them ;

But where, to fay the truth, I do not know.
Rjc, Come to me, Tyrrel, foon, at after fupper.

When thou lhalt tell the procefs of their death.

Mean time, but think how I may do thee good,
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And be mhentor of thy desire.

Farewel, 'till then.

Itr. I hun>bly take my leave. [Exit^

Ric. The fon of Clarence have I pen'd up clofe.

His daughter meanly have I match'd in marriage;

The Tons ofEdward fleep in JbraharrPs bosom.
And Anne my wife hath bid the world good night.

Now, for I know the Breton Richmond aims

At young Elizabeth y my brother's daughter.

And, by that knot, looks proudly on the crown,

To her go I, a jolly thriving wooer.

Enter Ratcliff.
Rat. My lord,—

Ric . Good or bad news, that thou com'fl in fo bluntly?

Rj^r. Bad news, my lord : Morton is fied to Richmond

i

And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy JVel/hmeny

Is in the field, and ftill his power encreafeth.

Ric, Ely with Richmond troubles me more near.

Than Buckifigham and his rafh-levy'd ftrength.

Come,— I have learn'd, that fearful commenting
Is leaden fervitor to dull delay;

Delay leads impotent and fnail-pac'd beggary ;

Then fiery expedition be my wing,

yoke's Mercury, and herald for a king

!

Go, mufler men : My counfel is my fhield ;

We muft be brief, when traitors brave the field. [Exeunt*

SCENE IV. TheJame. Before the Palace*

Enter ^een Margaret.

^M. So, now profperity begins to mellow,

And drop into the rotten mouth of death.

Here in these confines ilily have I lurk'd.
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To watch the vvaining of mine enemies :

A <iire indu6lion am I witnefs to.

And will to France:, hoping, the confequence

Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical.

Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret ; Who comes here ?

Enter the Queen, hajiily; Duichefs

cf Yorkfollowing her,

^e. Ah, my poor princes ! ah, my tender babes

!

My unblown flowers, new-appearing fweets !

Jf yet your gentle fouls fly in the air.

And be not fix'd in doom perpetual.

Hover about me with your airy wings.

And hear your mother's lamentation.

^M. Hover about her; fay, that right for right

Hath dim'd your infant morn to aged night.

Dut, So many miseries have craz'd my voice.

That my woe-weary'd tongue is ftill and mute. —
Ed<voard Plantagenet^ why art thou dead ?

^ M. Plantagenet doth quit Flantagenet^

Edwuard for Edward pays a dying debt.

^e. Wilt thou, o God, fly from fuch gentle lambsj

And throw them in the entrails of the wolf?

Why didft thou fleep, when fuch a deed was done ?

^M. When holy Henry dy'd, and my fweet fon ?

Dut, Dead life, blind fight, poor mortal living ghofi:.

Woe's fcene, world's fhame, grave's due by life usurp'd.

Brief abftradl and record of tedious days,

Reft thy unreft on England''^ lawful earth,

\ fitting doivn on it*

Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood.

^e> Ah, that thou would'ft as foon afford a grave.

As thou canft yield a melancholy feat

;
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Then would I hide my bones, not reft them here

!

l^thronjjing her/elf by her*

Ah, who hath any cause to mourn, but we?

^ M. If ancient forrow be moft reverent.

Give mine the benefit of feniory,

And let my griefs frown on the upper hand.
\^joining, and taking Seat hetwen them.

If forrow can admit fociety.

Tell o'er your woes again by viewing mine
I ha.d an Edwuard, 'till a Richard kill'd him ;

I had a husband, 'till a Richard kill'd him

:

Thou hadft an Ed^ardy 'till a Richard kill'd him ;

Thou hadft a Richard^ 'till a Richard kill'd him.

Dut. I had a Richard too, and thou didft kill him;
I had a Rutland too, thou holp'ft to kill him.

M. Thou hadft a C/^?rf;/r^ too, and^V/^^r^kiird him.

From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept

A hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to death

:

That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes.

To worry lambs, and lap their gentle blood ;

That foul defacer of God's handy-work

;

That excellent grand tyrant of the earth.

That reigns in galled eyes of weeping fouls.

Thy womb let loofe, to chafe us to our graves. —
O upright, juft, and true-difposing God,
How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur

Preys on the iftue of his mother's body.

And makes her pue -fellow with others' moan !

Dut, O Harry's wife, triumph not in my woes;

God witnefs with me, I have wept for thine.

^M. Bear with me; I am hungry for revenge.

And now I cloy me with beholding it.

5 figneury a* v. Note^
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Thy Edavar^ihe is dead, that kill'd my Ednjoard\

Thy QXkitx Edward dead, to quit my Ed^ward;

Young York he is but boot, because both they

Match not the high perfedion of my lofs :

Thy Clarence he is dead, that ftab'd my Edward%

And the beholders of this tragick play.

The adulterate Ri^ersy Vaughan^ Grey^

Untimely fmother'd in their dufky graves.

Richard yet livesi hell's black intelligencer;

Only reserved their fadlor, to buy fouls.

And fend them thither : But at hand, at hand,

Enfues his piteous and unpity'd end

:

Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar for l}xvx ; faints pray^

To have him fuddenly convey'd from hence ; —

.

Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray.

That I may live to fay. The dog is dead

!

^e. O, thou didft prophefy, the time would come^
That I ftiould wifh for thee to help me curfe

That bottl'd fpider, that foul bunch-back'd toad.

^M.\ caird thee then, vain flourifh ofmy fortune;

I caird thee then, poor fhadow, painted queen

;

The presentation of but what I was.

The flattering index of a direful pageant,

One heav'd a high to be hurl'd down below

:

A mother only mock'd with two fair babes ;

A dream of what thou waft ; a garifh flag,

To be the aim of every dangerous fliot

;

A fign of dignity, a breath, a bubble

;

A queen in jeft, only to fill the fcene.

Where is thy husband now ? where be thy brothers ?

Where be thy two fons ? wherein doft thou joy ?

Who fues, and kneels, and fays— God fave the queen?

Vol, VII- G
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Where be the bending peers that flatter'd thee ?

Where be the thronging troops that follow'd thee ?

Decline all this, and fee what now thou art.

For happy wife, a moil diftreffed widow;
For joyful mother, one that wails the name;
For queen, a very caitiff crown'd with care :

For one being fu'd to, one that humbly fues ;

For one commanding all, obey'd of none ;

For one that fcorn'd at me, now fcorn'd of me.
Thus hath the courfe of juftice whirFd about.

And left thee but a very prey to time ;

Having no more but thought of what thou wert.

To torture thee the more, being what thou art.

Thou didil usurp my place, And doft thou not

Usurp the juft proportion of my forrow?

Now thy proud neck bears half my burthenM yoke;
From which even here I flip my weary'd head.

And leave the burthen of it all on thee

—

Farewel, Tork^s wife,— and queen of fad mifchance,

These Englifh woes fhall make me fmile in Frame.
^e. O thou well fkill'd in curfes, flay a while.

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies.

^ M, Forbear to fleep the night, and faft the day ;

Compare dead happinefs with living woe;
Think that thy babes were fairer than they were.

And he, that flew them, fouler than he is:

Bettering thy lofs makes the bad causer worfe ;

Revolving this will teach thee how to curfe.

My words are dull, O, quicken them with thine

!

Thy woes will make them fharp, and pierce like

mine. [£;f/V Margaret.

Duf. Why ihould calamity be full of words i
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Windy attorneys to their client woeSj

Airy fucceeders of inteftate joys,

Poor breathing orators of miseries.

Let them have fcope : though what they do Impart

Help nothing elfe, yet do they ease the heart.

Dut, If fo, then be not tongue-ty'd : go with me.
And in the breath of bitter words let's fmother

My damned fon, that thy two fweet Ibns fmother'd.

[Drum nvithin*

I hear his drum,"- be copious in exclaimsa

Enter Richard, and Train ^ marching.

jRic. Who intercepts me in my expedition ?

Dut, O, ftie, that might have intercepted thee.

By ftrangling thee in her accurfed womb^
From all the (laughters, wretch, that thou haft done.

Hid'ft thou that forehead with a golden crown.
Where fhould be branded, if that right were right.

The (laughter of the prince that ow'd that crown.
And the dire death of my poor fons, and brothers ?

Tell me, thou villain-flave, where are my children ?

Dut, Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brother C/^?-

And little Ned Plantagenet, his fon ? [rence?'

^e. Where is the gentle Ri'vers, VaughanyGreyP
Dut. Where is kind Hafiings?

Rrc. A flourifh, trumpets ; —. ftrike alarum, drums;
Let not the heavens hear these tell-tale women
Rail on the Lord's anointed : Strike, I fay. —

\FlouriJh. Alarumu
Either be patient, and entreat me fair.

Or with the clamorous report of war
Thus will I drown your exclamations.

Dut. Art thou my fon ?
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Rrc. Ay; T thank God, my father, and yourfelf.

Dut. Then patiently hear my impatience.

Ric, Madam, I have a touch of your condition.

That cannot brook the accent of reproof,

Duf» O, let me fpeak.

Ric. Do, then ; but Tli not hear.

Dut, I will be mild and gentle in my words.

Ric, And brief, good mother; for I am in hafte.

Dut* Art thou fo hafty ? I have ftay'd for thee,

God knows, in torment and in agony.

Ric, And came I not at laft to comfort you ?

Dut, No, by the holy rood, thou know'ft it well>

Thou cam'ft on earth to make the «arth my hell.

A grievous burthen was thy birth to me

;

Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy

;

Thy fchool-days, frightful, defperate, wild, and furious

;

Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and venturous

;

Thy age confirm'd, proud, fubtle, fly, and bloody.

More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred

:

What comfortable hour canft thou name.

That ever grac'd me in thy company ? [grace

Ric , 'Faith, iione,hutHumphreyHoure, that calPdyour

To breakfaft once, forth of my company.

If I be fo difgracious in your fight,

Let me march on, and not offend you, madam.—
Strike up the drum.

Dut. I pr'ythee, hear me fpeak.

Ric. You fpeak too bitterly.

Dut. Hear me a word

;

For I fhall never fpeak to thee again.

Ric. So.

Dut. Either thou wilt die, by God's juft ordinance,
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Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror

|

Or I with grief and extream age lhall perifh,

And never look upon thy face again.

Therefore, take with thee my moft heavy curfe;

Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more.

Than all the compleat armour that thou wear'ft !

My prayers on the adverfe party fight

;

And there the little fouls of Ed<ward\ children

Whifper the fpirits of thine enemies.

And promise them fuccefs and vi^lory.

Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end ;

Shame ferves thy life, and doth thy death attend;

\Exit Dutchefsd

Though far more cause, yet much lefs fpirit to

curfe

Abides in me ; T fay amen to heri, [g^^'^^g'^

Ric. Stay, madam, I muft fpeak a word with you»

^e. I have no more fons of the royal blood,

For thee to murther: for my daughters, Richard,-^

They (hall be praying nuns, not weeping queens;
And therefore level not to hit their lives.

Ric. You have a daughter z^^V^i'^- Elizabeth^

Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious.

^e. And mull ftie die for this ? O, let her live,

And ril corrupt her manners, ftain her beauty;

Slander myfelf, as falfe to Ednvard^ bed

;

Throw over her the veil of infamy

:

So Ihe may live unfcar'd of bleeding flaughter,

1 will confefs Ihe was not Eduoard's daughter.

Ric. Wrong not her birth, Ihe is a royal princefs.

To fave her life, I'll fay — (he is not fo,

Ric. Her life is fafeft only in her. birth.
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^e. And only m that fafety dy'd her brothers,

Ric. Lo, at their births good ftars were opposite.

No, to their lives bad friends were contrary,

Rjc. All unavoided is the doom of deftiny.

True, when avoided grace makes deftiny

:

My babes were deftin'd to a fairer death,

If grace had bleff'd thee with a fairer life.

Rjc, You fpeak, as if that I had flain my cousins.

Cousins, indeed ; and by their uncle cozen'd -

Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life.

Whose hand foever lanc'd their tender hearts.

Thy head, all indiredly, gave direction :

No doubt, the murth'rous knife was dull and blunt,

'Till it was whetted on thy ftone-hard heart.

To revel in the entrails of my lambs.

But that Hill ufe of grief makes wild grief tame.

My tongue Ihould to thy ears not name my boys,

'Till that my nails were anchored in thine eyes;

And I, in fuch a defperate bay of death.

Like a poor bark, of fails and tackling reft,

Rufh all to pieces on thy rocky bosom.

i?jc. Madam, fo thrive I in my enterprise

And dangerous fuccefs of bloody wars.

As I intend more good to you and yours,

Than ever you and yours by me were harm'd f

What good is covered with the face of heaven.

To be difcover'd, that can do me good ?

Ric. The advancement ofyour children, gentle lady.

Up to fome fcafFold, there to lose their heads.

Rjc, No, to the dignity and height of fortune.

The high imperial type of this earth's glory.

§ue. Flatter my forrows with report of it ;.

«i hnch'd
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Tell me, what ftate, what dignity, what honour,

Canft thou devise to any child of mine?
Ric. Even all I have; ay, and myfelf and all.

Will I withal endow a child of thine i

So in the Leth of thy angry foul

Thou drown the fad remembrance of those wrongs.
Which, thou fupposeft, I have done to thee.

Be brief, left that the procefs of thy kindnefs

Laft longer telling than thy kindnefs' date. [ghter.

Rjc . Then know, that, from my foul, I love thy dau-
^le. My daughter's mother thinks it with her foul.

Ric. What do you think ?

^e. That thou doll love my daughter, from thy foul

:

So, from thy foul's love, didil: thou love her brothers

;

And, from my heart's love, I do thank thee for it.

Ric, Be not fo hafty to confound my meaning

:

I mean, that with my foul I love thy daughter,

And do intend to make her queen oiEngland,

^e. Well then, who doft thou mean fhall be her king ?

Ric. Even he, that makes her queen ;Who elfe fhould

^e. What, thou ? [be ?

R.IC. Even I : What think you of it, madam ?

How canft thou woo her?

Ric. That would I learn of you,

As one being beft acquainted with her humour.
And wilt thou learn of me ?

Ric, Madam, with all my heart.

^e. Send to her, by the man that flew her brothers,

A pair of bleeding hearts ; thereon engrave,

Edward, and York; then, haply, will (he weep:
Therefore present to her,— as (omtlimQ Margaret

Did to thy father, fteep'd in Rutland^ blood,^

G4
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^ handkerchief; which, fay to her, did drain

The purple fap from her fweet brother s body.

And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withal.

If this inducement move her not to love.

Send her a letter of thy noble deeds

;

Tell her, thou mad'll away her uncle Clarence,

Her uncle Rivers ; ay, and, for her fake,

Mad'fl quick conveyance with her good aunt Jnne.

Ric. You mock me, madam; this is not the way
To win your daughter.

^^e. There is no other way

;

TJnlefs thou couldft put on fome other fhape.

And not be ^/V^^rrt' that hath done all this.

Ric. Say, that I did all this for love of her ? [thee,

^e. Nay, then (indeed) (he cannot choose but hate

Having bought love with fuch a bloody fpoil.

Ric. Look, what is done cannot be now amended

;

Men fhall deal unadvisedly fometimes.

Which after-hours give leisure to repent.

If I did take the kingdom from your fons.

To make amends, I'll give it to your daughter]

:

If I have kiird the ifiue of your womb.
To quicken your encreafe, 1 will beget

Mine ifTue of your blood upon your daughter:

A grandam's name is little lefs in love.

Than is the doting title of a mother;
They are as children, but one flep below.

Even of your metal, of your very blood;

Of all one pain,— fave for a night of groans

Endur'd of her, for whom you 'bid like forrow.

Your children were vexation to your youth,

Jut piine fhall be ^ comfort to your age.

19 gives
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The lofs, you have, is but— a fon being king.

And, by that lofs, your daughter is made queen*

I cannot make you what amends I would.

Therefore accept fuch kindnefs as I can,

Dorfet your fon, that, with a fearful foul.

Leads difcontented fleps in foreign foil,

This fair alliance quickly fhall call home
To high promotions and great dignity :

The king, that calls your beauteous daughter— wifcj>

Familiarly fhall call thy Z)^?r/^/— brother j

Again fhall you be mother to a king.

And all the ruins of diflrefTful times

Repaired with double riches of content.

What! we have many goodly days to fee :

The liquid drops of tears that you have fhed.

Shall come again, tranfform'd to orient pearl;

Advantaging their loan, with intereft

Of ten times double gain of happinefs.

Go then, my mother, to thy daughter go,

Make bold her bafhful years with your experience;

Prepare her ears to hear a wooer's tale

;

Put in her tender heart the afpiring flame

Of golden fov'reignty ; acquaint the princefs

With the fweet filent hours of marriage joys :

And when this arm of mine hath chaftised

The petty rebel, duU-brain'd Buckingham^

Bound with triumphant laurels will 1 come.

And lead thy daughter to a conqueror's bed

;

To whom I will retail my conquefl won,

And fhe fhall be fole vidVefs, C^sars Caesar.

^e. What were I beft to fay ? her father's brother

Would be her lord ? Or fhall I fay, her uncle ?

17 Love^
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Or, he that flew her brothers, and her uncles ?

Under what title ihall I woo for thee.

That God, the law, my honour, and her love,

Can make feem pleasing to her tender years ?

Ric, Infer id\x Englandh peace by this alliance.

Which fhe fhall purchafe with ftill lading war.

Ric. Tell her, the king, thatmaycommand, entreats.

^e, Thatatherhandsjwhich the king's King forbids.

Ric. Say, Ihe fhall be a high and mighty queen.

To wail the title, as her mother doth.

Ric. Say, 1 will love her everlaftingly.

^e. But how long fhall that title, ever, laft ?

Ric. Sweetly in force unto her fair life's end.

But how long fairly fhall her fweet life lafl ?

Ric, As long as heaven, and nature, lengthens it.

As long as hell, and Richard, likes of it.

Ric. Say, I, her fovereign, am her fubjed love.

But fhe, your fubjedl, loaths fuch fov'reignty.

Ric, Be eloquent in my behalf to her.

^e. An honeft tale fpeeds befl, being plainly told.

Ric. Then plainly to her tell my loving tale.

^e. Plain, and not honefl, is too harfh a flyle.

Ric. Your reasons are too fhallow and too quick.

^4e. O, no, my reasons are too deep and dead

;

Too deep and dead, poor infants, in your graves.

Ric, Harp not on that firing, madam; that is pafl.

Harp on it flill fhall I, till heart-firings break.

Ric. Now,bymygeorge, my garter, and mycrown,^
^e. Prophan'd, difhonour'd, and the third usurp'd*

Ric. I fwear :

^.e. By nothing ; for this is no oath t

Thy george, prophan'd, hath loft his lordly honour ;

^5 in their *6 v. Note,
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Thy garter, blemifh'd, pawn'd his knightly virtue

;

Thy crown, usurp'd, difgrac'd his kingly glory:

If fomething thou would'ft fwear to be believ'd.

Swear then by fomething that thou haft not wrong'd.

Ric, Now by the world;

^e. 'Tis full of thy foul wrongs,

Ric, My father's death ;

^e. Thy life hath that diflionour'd.

Ric. Then, by myfelf;

^e. Thyfelf is felf-mif-us'd.

Ric, Why then, by heaven :

^e. Heaven's wrong is moft of all.

If thou hadft fear'd to break an oath by him.

The unity, the king thy brother made.

Had not been broken, nor my brother flain

If thou hadft fear'd to break an oath by him.
The imperial metal, circling now thy head,

Had grac'd the tender temples of my child

;

And both the princes had been breathing herej

Which now, too tender bed-fellows for duft.

Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worms.
What canft thou fwear by now I

Ric, The time to come.
That thou haft wronged in the time o'er-paft;

For 1 myfelf have many tears to wafti

Hereafter time, for time paft, wrong'd by thee.

The children live, whose parents thou haft ilaughter'd^

Ungovern'd youth, to wail it in their age

;

The parents live, whose children thou haft butcher'd^

Old barren plants, to wail it with their age

:

Swear not by time to come; for that thou haft

Mif-us'd ere us'd, by times ill-us'd o'er-paft.

xo two
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Ric. As I intend to profper, and repent!

So thrive I in my dangerous attempt

Of hoftile arms 1 myfelf myfelf confound

!

Heaven, and fortune, bar me happy hours

!

Day, yield me not thy light ; nor, night, thy reft t

Be opposite all planets of good luck

To my proceeding, if, with pure heart's love.

Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts,

I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter!

In her confifts my happinefs, and thine;

Without her, follows to myfelf, and thee,

Herfelf, the land, and many a chrilHan foul.

Death, defolation, ruin, and decay:

It cannot be avoided, but by this;

It will not be avoided, but by this.

Therefore^ dear mother, (I muft call you fo)

Be the attorney of my love to her

:

Plead what I will be, not what I have been;
Not my deserts, but what I will deserve :

Urge the neceffity and ftate of times.

And be not peevifti found in great defigns.

^f.e. Shall 1 be tempted of the devil thus ?

Ric. Ay, if the devil tempt you to do good.

^e. Shall I forget myfelf, to be myfelf?

Ric . Ay, if your felf 's remembrance wrong yourfelf.

But thou didft kill my children.

Ric, But in your daughter's womb I bury them :

Where, in that neft of fpicery, they fhall breed

Selves of themfelves, to your recomforture.

Shall I go win my daughter to thy will^

Ric, And be a happy mother by the deed,

I go.— Write to me very fhortly.
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And you ftiall underftand from me her mind.

Ric . Bear hermy true love's kifs, [fainting the^eenS\

and fo farewel ; [Exit Queen.
Relenting fooU and lhallow, changing— woman.

Enter Ratcliff ; Gates by follouijing.

How now ? what news ?

Rat, Moft mighty fovereign, on the weftern coaft

Rideth a puiflant navy ; to the (hore

Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends,

Unarm'd, and unresolv'd to beat them back

:

'Tis thought, that Richmond is their admiral

;

And there they hull, expelling but the aid

OfBuckingham^ to welcome them afliore. [folk ;—
Ric, Some light- foot friend poft to the duke ofNor-

Ratcliff thyfelf, _or C<2/^ji^,Where is he \

Cat:. Here, my good lord.

Ric. Catesbyy fly to the duke.

Cat. I will, my lord, with all convenient hafle.

Ric, Ratcliff, come hither : Poft to Salisbury

;

When thou com'fl: thither,— Dull unmindful villain.

Why ftay'ft thou here, and go'ft not to the duke ? [surp.

Cat. Firft, mighty liege, tell me your highnefs* plea-

What from your grace I fhall deliver to him.

Ric, O, true, good Catesly; Bid him levy ftraight

The greateft ftrength and power he can make.
And meet me fuddenly at Salisbury,

Cat. I go. [Exit Cat.
Rat. What, may it please you, (hall I do at SalisburyF

Ric, Why, what wouldft thou do there, before I go ?

Rat. Your highnefs told me, I (hould poft before.

Enter St AiJ LEY, [you?
Ric. My mind is chang'd. ^Stanley^ what news with

'9 Rich* Catejby come
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STjI, None good, my liege, to please you with the

Nor none fo bad, but well maybe reported, [hearing;

Ric, Heyday, a riddle; neither good, nor bad!
What need'ft thou run fo many miles about.

When thou may'ft tell thy tale the neareft way ?

Once more, what news ?

STui. 'Richmond is on the feas.

Ric, There let him fink, and be the feas on him!
White-liver'd runagate, what doth he there ?

StA, I know not, mighty fovereign, but by guefs.

Ric. Well, as you guefs ?

StA. Stir'd up by Dor/et, Buckingham, and Morton,

He makes {or England^ here to claim the crown.

Ric. Js the chair empty? is the fword unfway'd?

Is the king dead ? the empire unposseff'd ?

What heir of Tork is there alive, but we ?

And who is England^s king, but great Tory's heir?

Then, tell me, what makes he upon the feas?

Sta. Unlefs for that, my liege, T cannot guefs.

Ric. Unlefs for that he comes to be your liege.

You cannot guefs wherefore the Weljhman comes.

Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear.

Sua. No, mighty liege ; therefore miftruft me not.

Ric. Where is thy power then, to beat him backf
Where be thy tenants, and thy followers ?

Are they not now upon the weftern Ihore,

Safe-conduding the rebels from their fhips ?

SrAm No, my good lord, my friends are in the north.

Ric . Cold friends to me : What do they in the north.

When they fliould ferve their fovereign in the weft ?

Sua. They have not been commanded, mighty king

:

Pleaseth your majefty to give me leave.
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I'll mufter up my friends ; and meet your grace,

Where, and what time, your majefty fhall please.

Ric. Ay, ay, thou wouldft be gone, to join with
Richmond:

I will not truft you, fir.

SrA, Moll mighty fovereign.

You have no cause to hold my friendfliip doubtful

;

I never was, nor never will be, falfe. [behind

Ric . Well, go, mufter thy men. But, hear you, leave

Your fon, George Stanley : look your heart be firm.

Or elfe his head's aflurance is but frail.

Sta. So deal with him, as I prove true to you. \^Exit*

Enter a Meffenger.

Mef, My gracious fovereign, now in De^jonJInrg^

As I by friends am well advertised.

Sir Edivard Courtney, and the haughty prelate,

Bilhop of Exeter, his elder brother.

With many more confederates, are in arms.

Enter another MeiTenger.

2. M. In Kent, my liege, the Guilford$ are in arms 5

And every hour more competitors

Flock to the rebels, and their power grows ftrong.

Enter another Meffenger.

3. M, My lord, the army of great Buckingham^
Ric, Out on ye, owls ! nothing but fongs of death !

There, take thou "f that, till thou bring better news.

[firiking him,

3. M. The news I have to tell your majefty,

Is,— that, by fudden floods and fall of waters,

Buckingham's army is difperf 'd and fcatter'd ;

And he himfelf wanderM away alone.

No man knows whither»
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Ric, O, I cry you mercy:
There is =|= my purfe, to cure that blow of thine.

Hath any well-advised friend proclaim'd

Reward to him that brings the traitor in ?

3. M. Such proclamation hath been made, my lord*

Enter another Meffenger.

4. M, Sir Thomas Lo'veU and lord marquifs Dor/ety

*Tis faid, my liege, in Torkjhire are in arms.

But this good comfort bring I to your highnefs,-^

The Breton navy is difperf'd by tempeft :

'Richmond, in Dorfetp:)ire, fen t out a boat

Unto the fhore, to afk those on the banks.

If they were his afTiftants, yea, or no;
Who anfwer'd him, they came from Buckingham

Upon his party : he, miftrufting them,

Hoif'd fail, and made his courfe again for Bretagne.

Ric. March on, march on, fince we are up in arms;
If not to fight with foreign enemies.

Yet to beat down these rebels here at home.
Enter Catesby.

C^r. My liege, the duke of Buckingham is taken.

That is the bell news ; That the earl of Richmond

Is with a mighty power landed at Milfordy

Is colder news, but yet it mull be told.

Ric. Away towards Salisbury ; while we reason here,

A royal battle might be won and loft : _
Some one take order, Buckingham be brought

To Salisbury 'y^t)\Q reft march on with me. [^Exeunt*

SCENE V. Thefame, A Room in Lord Sta.n\ey'sHouJe»

Enter Stanley, and Urswick.
Sta, Sir Chrijiopher^ tell Richmond this from me

:

*4 yet they mull
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That, in the fly of this moft bloody boarj

My Ton George Stanley is frank'd up in hold

;

If f revolt, off goes young George's head;

The fear of that withholds my present aid.

But, tell me, where is princely Richmond now ?

Urs, At Pembroke^ or at Harford-njueft, in Wales

n

StA, What men of name resort to him ?

Urb. Walter Herbert', a renowned foldier;

Sir Gilbert Talbot, autl fir William Stanley

^

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, {\r James Blunt

^

And Wice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew ;

And many other of great fame and worth :

And towards London do they bend their courfe,

If by the way they be not fought withal.

SrA . Well, hie thee to thy lord ; commend me to him

;

Tell him, the queen hath heartily confented

He fliall efpouse Elizabeth her daughter.

Those"!" letters will resolve him of my mind.
Farewel. [Exeunt, federally.

SCENE I. Salisbury. An open Place,

Enter Buckingham, to Execution ; Sheriffs

and Guard, uoith him,

Buc, Will not king Richardlct me fpeak with him ?

She» No, my good lord; therefore be patient.

Buc, Hajings, and Ed^ard^s children, Risers^ Gnyf
Holy king Henry, and thy fair fon Ednjoard^

Vaughan, and all that have mifcarried

By underhand corrupted foul injuftice;

i8 Thefc
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If that your moody dlfcontented fouls

Do through the clouds behold this present hour.

Even for revenge mock my deftru6lion !

This is All-fouls* day, fellows, is it not?

She. It is, my lord.

Bvc . Why, then All-fouW day is my body's dooms- day.

This is the day, which, in king Edward's time,

I wilh'd might fall on me, when I was found

Falfe to his children, or his wife's allies

:

This is the day, wherein I wifh'd to fall

By the falfe faith of him whom moft I trufled

This, this All-fouls^ day to my fearful foul.

Is the determin'd refpit of my wrongs :

That high All-feer whom I dally'd with.

Hath turn'd my feigned prayer on my head.

And given in earneft what I beg*d in jeft.

Thus doth he force the fwords of wicked men
To turn their own points on their mailers' bosoms

:

Thus Margareth eurfe falls heavy on my neck,—
When he^ quoth fhe, Jhall/plit thy heart ^ith forro^y
Remember Margaret ^as a prcphetefs,

Come, firs, convey me to the block of fhame;
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame.

l^Exity guarded,

SCENE II. //V/^j ^^-^r Tamworth.
Enter^ <withDrum andColourSj He n ry £^2r/^Richmond,
andForces^ marching ; EarlofOx ford, 5/>James Blunt,

Sir Walter Herbert, arid Others, about him.

Hen, Fellows in arms, and my moll loving friends,

Bruis'd underneath the yoke of tyranny.

Thus far into the bowels of the land

14 which I
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Have we march'd on without impediment t

And here receive we from our father Stanley

Lines of fair comfort and encouragement.

The wretched, bloody, and usurping boar.

That fpoils your fummer fields, and fruitful vines,

Swills your warm blood like wafh, and makes his trough

In your embowel'd bosoms,— this foul fwine

Lies now even in the center of this isle.

Near to the town of Leicefter, as we learn :

From Tamnuorth thither, is but one day's march ;

In God's name, chearly on, courageous friends.

To reap the harveft of perpetual peace

By this one bloody trial of lharp war.

OxF. Every man's confcience is a thousand fwords,

To fight againft that bloody homicide.

Hkk. I doubt not, but his friends will turn to us.

Bl V, He hath no friends, but who are friends for fear;

Which, in his dearefl need, will fly from him.

Heu, All forourvantage.Then,inGod's name, march;
True hope is fvvift, and flies with fwallow's wings

;

Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures kings.

\Exeunt^ marching.

SCENE in. AFieldhy^osvjonh.
Drums. Enter King Richard, and Forces ; Duke

of Norfolk, Earl ^Sur re y, and Others.

Ric. Here pitch our tent, [to/ome Officers,] even here
in Bassorth field

My lord of Surrey, why look you fo fad ?

SuR, My heart is ten times lighter than my looks.

Ric. My lord Norfolk

—

Nor, Here, moft gracious liege.

5 fpoiid
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Ric. A'i7^/^/i,\ve muft have knocks; Hi! muftwe not?

Nor, We muft both give and take, my loving lord.

Rrc. Up with my tent : — [Tentfet upJ\ Here will I

lye to-night

;

But where, to-morrow ? — Well, all's one for that. _
Who hath defcry'd the number of the traitors ?

"Nor, Six or feven thousand is their utmoft power.
Ric, Why, our battalion trebles that account

:

Befides, the king's name is a tower of ftrength.

Which they upon the adverfe faftion want
Up with the tent. — Come, noble gentlemen.

Let us furvey the vantage of the ground ; ^
Call for fome men of found direction : _
Let's lack no difcipline, make no delay

;

For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. \Exeunt.

Drums. Enter ^ on the other Side of the FieU^

Soldiers of Richmond'/ Army^ andfet up his T^nt :

Then, £/z/fr Henry, Blunt, Oxford, Herbert,

4S/> William Brandon, and Others,

Hen. The weary fun hath made a golden fet.

And, by the bright track of his fiery car.

Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow. —
Sir William Brandon, you fliall bear my flandard. -J

Give me fome ink and paper in my tent; —
I'll draw the form and model of our battle.

Limit each leader to his feveral charge,

And part in juft proportion our fmall power.

My lord of Oxford, ^yoM, William Brandon^^
And you, fir Walter Herbert, flay with me :

The earl of Pembroke keeps his regim.ent ;

Good captain Blunt, bear my good night to him>
And by the fecond hour in the morning
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Desire the earl to fee me in my tent

:

Yet one thing more, good captain, do for me ;

Where is lord Stanley quartered, do you know?
Blu. Unlefs I have mifta'en his colours mucli^

,

(Which, well I am afTur'd, I have not done)

His regiment lies half a mile at leafl:

South from the mighty power of the king.

Hen. If without peril it be poffible,

Sweet Blunt, make feme good means.to fpeak with him.

And give him from me this mod needful
=f=

note.

Blu, Upon my life, my lord, PU undertake it;

And fo, God give you quiet reft to-night

!

Heu» Good night, good captain Blunt.— [^Exit BLy#
Come, gentlemen.

Let us confult upon to-morrow's businefs;

In to my tent, the air is raw and cold. [Exeunt^

Enter^ to his Tent, King Richard, Norfolk,
Ratcliff, ^?WCat£sby.

RiQ, What is't o'clock?

C^r. It's fupper-time, my lord;

Jt's nine o'clock,

Ric, i will not fnp to night.

What, is my beaver easier than it was ?

And all my armour lay'd into my tent ?

C^r. It is, my liege ; and all things are in readlnefs.

Ric, Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge, atog;
Use careful watch, choose trufty centinels.

Nor, I go, my lord.

Ric, Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle Norfolk.

Nor, I warrant you, my lord. Nor •

Ric. Ratchff,—
. JljiT. My lord.?

H3
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RiC' Send out a purfuivant at arms

To Stanley^s regiment ; bid him bring his power
Before fun-rising, left his fon George fall

Into the blind cave of eternal night

—

Fill me a bowl of wine :
— [to Cat. ] Give me a watch :

—
Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow :

Look that my ftaves be found, and not too heavy.

«

Ratcliff,
—

Rat:. My lord ?

Ric. Saw' ft th0u them elancholy 1ordNorthumberland?

Rat, Thomas the earl of Surrey, and himfelf,

Much about cock-fhut time, from troop to troop

Went through the army, cheering up the foldiers.

Ric, I am fatiffy'd. Give me a bowl of wine :

J have not that alacrity of fpirit.

Nor cheer of mind, that I was wont to have. —

.

[Wine brought.

So, fet it down.— Is ink and paper ready ?

Ratt, It is, my lord.

Ric, Bid my guard watch, and leave me.
About the mid of night, come to my tent

And help to arm me, Ratcliff. Leave me, I fay.

[ExeuTit Rat. and Cat.
Richmond'^ 7'ent opens ; difco'vering him, and his

Frie7ids, conferring : to them, Stanley.
StA, Fortune and viSory fit on thy helm!

Hen, All comfort that the dark night can afford

Be to thy perfon, noble father-in-law I

TpU me, how fares it loit|) our loving mother ?

SrA. I, by attorney, blefs thee from thy mother^

"Who prays continually for Richmond's good :

So much for that. The filent hours fteal on.
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And flaky darknefs breaks within the eaft.

In brief, for fo the feason bids us be,

Prepare thy battle early in the morning ;

And put thy fortune to the arbitrement

Of bloody llrokes, and mortal-fearing war.

I, as I may, (that which I would, I cannot)

With bell advantage will deceive the time.

And aid thee in this doubtful fhock of arms:

But on thy fide I may not be too forward,

Lell, being feen, thy tender brother George

Be executed in his father's fight.

Farewel : the leisure and the fearful time

Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love.

And ample enterchange of fweet difcourfe,

Which fo long fundred. friends fhould dwell upon ;

God give us leisure for these rites of love

!

Once more, adieu : Be valiant, and fpeed well !

Hen. Good lords, condudl him to his regiment:

I'll llrive, with troubl'd thoughts, to take a nap

;

Left leaden {lumber peize me down to-morrow.

When 1 fhould mount with wings of vi6lory

:

Once more, good night, kind lords and gentlemen.

\^Exeunt Lordsy &c. ^ith Stanley,
O thou, whose captain I account myfelf,

\^going forwards a Couchy and kneeling^

Look on my forces with a gracious eye ;

Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath.

That they may crufh down with a heavy fall

The usurping helmets of our adverfaries

;

Make us thy minifters of chaftisement.

That we may praise thee in the vi6lory!

To thee I do commend my watchful foul,

5 niartall ftaiin^

.H4
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Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes

;

Sleeping, and waking, o defend me ftill I

[t^ro<TJus himfelf upon the Couch ^ andJleepi,
Lightnings and hollonjo Sounds. Suddenly,

is feen rising, betnveon the Tents, the Ghoji of Prince

Edward, Son to Henry theJixth,

Edw. Let me fit heavy on thy foul to-morrow!
[to Richard, ^///«^ ajleep in his Chair^

Think, how thou ftab'dft me in my prime of youth
At Teivksbury

; Defpair therefore, and die ! —
Be chearful, Richmond for the wronged fouls

Of butchered princes fight in thy behalf;

King Henry'' s iffue, Richmond, comforts thee.

GhoJi of Henry thefixth rises.

Hen, When 1 was mortal, my anointed body
By thee was punched full of tieatilp holes

:

Think on the tower, and me ; Defpair, ^nd die

;

Henry the fixth bids thee defpair and die 1 —
Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror

!

Harryy that prophefy'd thou Ihould'ft be king,

Doth comfort thee in fleep ; Live tj)OU, and flouriflxJ

Ghoft of Clarence rises,

Cla. Let me fit heavy on thy foul to-morrow;
T, that was wafhM to death with fulfom wine.

Poor Clarence, by thy guile betrayed to death !

To-morrow in the battle think on me,
And fall thy edgelefs fword ; Defpair, and die ! —
Thou off-fpring of the houfe of Lancajler,

The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee

;

Good angels guard thy battle ! live, and flourifli?

Ghofts 5/^ Rivers, Grey, Vaughan, rise.

Riv, Let me lit heavy on thy foul to-morro\yj

5 Aab*ft
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Ri^ersy that dy'd at Fomfret! Defpair, and die!

Gre, Think upon Grey^ and let thy foul defpair !

Vau, Think upon Vaughan ; and, with guilty fear.

Let fall thy {)urtlefo lance, defpair, and die ! —
all. Awake ; and think, our wrongs in Richard^

%

bosom
Will conquer him ; awake, and win the day

!

Ghoft of Haftings rises,

Hab. Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake;
And in a bloody battle end thy days

!

Think on lord Haftings y anti defpair, and die ! —
Quiet untroubrd foul, awake, ^wake

;

Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England\ fake

!

Ghofts oj the tnvo young Princes rise.

Pri. Dream on thy cousins fmother'd in the tower ;

Let us be lay'd within thy bosonri, Richard,

And weigh thee down to ruin, (hame, and death!

Thy nephews' fouls bid thee defpair and die

Sleep, Richmond, fleep in peace, and wake in joy ;

Good angels guard thee from the boar's annoy 1

Live, and beget a happy race of kings

!

Edivard'^s unhappy fons do bid thee flourifli.

Ghojl ofLady Anne rises

»

Ann, Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife^

That never flept a quiet hour with thee,

Now fills thy fleep with perturbations

;

To-morrow in the battle think on me.
And fall thy edgelefs fword ; Defpair, and die

!

Thou quiet foul, fleep thou a quiet fleep;

Dream of fuccefs and happy vidory;

Thy adverfary's wife doth pray for thee.

Ghoft ofBuckingham rises

^
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B(rc. The firfl was T, that help'd thee to the crown 5

"The laft was 1, that felt thy tyranny

:

O, in the battle think on Buckingham^

And die in terror of thy guiltinefs I

Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death

;

Fainting, defpair; defpairing, yield thy breath!—,

I dy'd forlook, ere 1 could lend thee aid

:

But cheer thy heart, and be thou not difmay'd:

God, and good angels, fight on Richmond's fide;

And Richard fails in height of all his pride.

[Lightning ; and the Ghojis <vanijh*

Ric, Give me another horfe,—bind upmy wounds,--'

[JIarting mildly out of his Sleeps

Have mercy, Jesu /_ Soft ; I did but dream. —
0 coward confcience, how doft thou afilidl me ! —

,

The lights burn blue. Is it not dead midnight ?

Cold fearful drops Hand on my trembling flelh.

What do I fear? myfelf? there's none elfe by:
Richard loves Richard; that is, I am I.

Is there a murtherer here? No ; Yes, I am :

Then fly,— What, from m.yfelf ? Great reason : Why ?

Left I revenge. Myfelf upon myfelf?

1 love myfelf. Wherefore ? for any good.

That 1 myfelf have done unto myfelf?

O, no : alas, I rather hate myfelf.

For hateful deeds committed by myfelf.

I am a villain : Yet I lie, I am not.

Fool, of thyfelf fpeak well : Fool, do not flatter.

My confcience hath a thousand feveral tongues^,

And every tongue brings in a feveral tale,

And every tale condemns me for a villain :

Ferjury, perjury, in the higheft degree;

7 for hope er& 16 it is 22 v, Nots*.
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Murther, ftern murther, in the dir'ft degree

;

All feveral fins, all usM in each degree,

Throng to the bar, crying all — Guilty! guilty!

I fhall defpair. There is no creature loves me

;

And, if I die, no foul fhall pity me :
—

Nay, wherefore fhould they ? fince that I myfelf

Find in myfelf no pity to myfelf.

Methought, the fouls of all that I have murther'd

Came to my tent ; and every one did threat

To-morrow's vengeance on the head of Richard.

Enter Ratcliff.
Rax. My lord,— »

Ric, 'Zouns, who is there ? [JIarting,

Rat. My lord, 'tis I : The early village cock
Hath twice done falutation to the morn ;

Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour.

Ric. O, Ratcliff^ [ have dream'd a fearful dream !
~"

What thinkeft thou ? will our friends prove all true ?

Rat, No doubt, my lord.

Ric, Ratcliff^ I fear, I fear.

RAr. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of fhadows.

Ric, By the apoftle PauU fhadows to-night-

Have ftrook more terror to the foul of Richard^

Than can the fubftance of ten thousand foldiers.

Armed in proof, and led by fhallow Richmond.

It is not yet near day. Come, go with me
Under our tents ; Pll play the eaves-dropper.

To hear if any mean to Ihrink from me. {Exeunt.

Richmond woakes. Enter Oxford, and
Others, to him,

OxF. Good morrow, Richmond,

H$N* 'Cry mercy, lords, and watchful gentlemen.

O Ratcliffe
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That you have ta'en a tardy fluggard here.

OxF, How have you flept^ my lord ?

Hen. The fweeted fleep, and fairell-boding dreams
That ever enter'd in a drowzy head,

Have I fince your departure had, my lords.

Methought, their fouls, whose bodies i?/V/w</murther'da

Came to my tent, and cry'd on vidory

:

I promise you, my heart is very jocund
In the remembrance of To fair a dream.
How faar into the morning is it, lords ?

1. Z/. Upon the ftroke of four.

Hen. Why, then 'tis time to arm, and give diredion.

[ar?ns, and comesforih^

More than I have faid, loving countrymen,

\to his "Troops ; njoha no<w gather about the Tent^

The leisure and enforcement of the time

Forbids to dwell upon : Yet remember this,—

"

God, and our good cause, fight upon our fide

;

The prayers of holy faints, and wronged fouls,

Like high-rear'd bulwarks, Hand before our facesj;

Richard except, those, whom we fight againft.

Had rather have us win, than him they follow.

For what is he they follow ? truly, gentlemen,

A bloody tyrant, and a homicide ;

One rais'd in blood, and one in blood eftablifh'd;

One that made means to come by what he hath.

And flaughter'd those that were the means to help,him;
A bafe foul flone, made precious by the foil

Of England^ chair, where he is falfely fet;

One that hath ever been God's enemy

:

Then, if you fight againft God's enemy,
God will, in juftice, ward you as his foldier$..i
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If you do fweat to put a tyrant down,

You fleep in peace, the tyrant being llain

;

]f you do fight againft your country's foes.

Your country's fat fhall pay your pains the hire;

If you do fight in fafe-guard of your wives,

Your wives fhall welcome home the conquerors

;

If you do free your children from the fword^

Your children's children quit it in your age.

Then, in the name of God, and all these rights.

Advance your flandards, draw your willing Twords :

For me, the ranfom of my bold attempt

Shall be this cold corpfe on the earth's cold face;

But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt

The leaft of you fhall fhare his part thereof.

Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly, chearfully;

God, and faint George! Richmondy and viftory 1

\^houtSy &c. and Exeunt.

Re-enter Richard, and R a t c l i f f ; AttendantSy
and Forces^ ivith them, [mond?

Ric, What faid Northumberlandy as touching Rich^

RAt, That he was never trained up in arms.

Ric, He faid the truth : And what faid Surrey then ?

RAr. He fmil'd and faid, the better for our purpose.

Ric, He was i'the right ; and fo, indeed, it is.

[ClockJirikes.

Tell the clock there. — Give me a kalendar*..

Who faw the fun to-day ?

Rat, Not I, my lord.

Ric, Then he difdains to fhine ; for, by the book,
He fhould have brav'd the eaft an hour ago

:

A black day will it be to fomebody.

Ratcliffey--

8 quits 15 boldly, and cheer—

•
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RjT. My lord ?

Ric. The fun will not be feen to-day;

The {ky doth frown, and lour upon our army.

I would, these dewy tears were from the ground.

Not Ihine to-day ! Why, what is that to me.
More than to RichmojtdP for the felf-fame heaven.

That frowns on me, looks fadly upon him.

Enter Norfolk, and Others
, hajiily

.

Nor, Arm, arm, my lord ; the foe vaunts in the field.

^ Rjc, Come, buftle, buflle; — Caparifon my horfe;—
Call up lord Stanley y bid him bring his power : —
I will lead forth my foldiers to the plain.

And thus my battle fhall be ordered.

My foreward lhall be drawn out all in length,

Confifting equally of horfe and foot
j

Our archers lhall be placed in the midft

:

yohn duke of Norfolk^ T^homas earl of Surrey,

bhall have the leading of this foot and horfe.

They thus diredled, we ourfelf will follow

In the main battle ; which, on either fide.

Shall be well winged with our chiefeft horle. \_folk?

This, and faint Gfor^^ to boot,—What think'ft thou,iVor-

NoR, A good direftion, warlike fovereign.

This =1= paper found I on my tent this morning.

, Ric* Jockey c/' Norfolk, he not too bold; [reads.

For Dickon thy majier is bought andfold,
A thing devised by the enemy.— \thro^s it away.
Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge

:

Let not our babbling dreams aiFright our fouls;

For confcience is a word that cowards use,

Pevis'd at firft to keep the ftrong in awe

;

Our ftrong arms be our confcience, fwords our law.

2-0 whofe puillance on *S v, Noie.
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March on, join bravely, let us to't pell-mell

;

If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell. —
What {hall I fay more than I have infer'd ?

[turmng to his 'Troops*

Remember whom you are to cope withal ;
—

A fort of vagabonds, rafcals, runaways ;

A fcum of BretonSf and bafe lackey peasants.

Whom their o'er-cloyed country vomits forth

To defperate 'ventures and aifur'd deflrudion :

You fleeping fafe, they bring you to unreft ; v

You having lands, and bleft with beauteous wivesj

They would diftrain the one, diftain the other.

And who doth lead them, but a paltry fellow.

Long kept in Bretagne at our brother's coft?

A milk -fop, one that never in his life

Felt fo much cold as over fhoes in fnow ?

Let's whip these ftraglers o'er the feas again

;

Lafh hence these over-weaning rags of France^

These famifh'd beggars, weary of their lives ;

Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit.

For want of means, poor rats, had hang'd themfelves :

If we be conquer'd, let men conquer us.

And not these baftard Bretons ; whom our fathers

Have in their own land beaten, bob'd, and thump'd.

And, on record, left them the heirs of fhame.

Shall these enjoy our lands ? lye with our wives ?

Ravifh our daughters I — Hark, 1 hear their drum.
[Drum afar offl

Fight, gentlemen England ! fight, bold yeomen !

Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the headi

Spur your proud horfes hard, and ride in blood ;

Amaze the welkin with your broken il:avei> 1

9 adventures 12 refrrain ^4 our mpthers 2,9 bo]Jly
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Enter a MefTengef

.

What fays lord Stanley? will he bring his power ?

MeJ\ My lord, he doth deny to come to ^ou^

Ric. OfF tnUantfi? with his Ton George^ head.

Nor, My lord, the enemy is pad the marih;

After the battle let George Stanley die,

Ric, A thousand hearts are great within mybosom:
Advance our ftandards, fet upon our foes

;

Our ancient word of courage, fair faint George^

Jnfpire us with the fpleen of liery dragons I

Upon them ! Vidory fits on our helms.

[Drums, and Exeunt.

SCENE IV. Another?art of the Field.

Alarurns, as of a Battlejoined, Excurfions* Enter Norfolk,

and Forces, fighting ; to him, C AT E s B Y

.

C^r. Refcue, my lord Norfolk, refcue, refcue!

The king enafts more wonders than a man,
Daring, and opposite to every danger;

His horfe is flain, and all on foot he lights.

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death

:

Refcue, fair lord, or elfe the day is loft

!

Enter Richard.
jRjc. A horfe ! a horfe I my kingdom for a horfe

!

Cat. Withdraw, my lord, I'll help you to a horf«.

Ric. Slave, I have fet my life upon a caft,

And I will ftand the hazard of the dye

:

I think, there be fix Richmonds in the field

;

Five have I flain to-day, inftead of him : —
A horfe! a horfe! my kingdom for a horfe!

[ Exeunt, fighting*
Other lo7ig Alarums : after^ards^ a Retreats
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Shouts t CLfid Enter Richmond vt^ioriouf,

his 5nvord bloody ; Stanley, fwith Richard Crown in

his Hand'y other Lords, and Forces.

Hen. God^andyourarms,beprais'd,vidoriousfriends;

The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead.

Sta . Courageous RzchmondyWeW halt thouacquit thee

!

Lo, here> this long-usurped royalty

From the dead temples of this bloody wretch

Have I pluck'd ofF, to grace thy brows withal

;

Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it.

[/ets it upon his Head, Shouts.

Hen. Great God of heaven, fay amen to all

!

But, tell me, is your fon George Stanley living ?

STjI. He is, my lord, and fafe in Leicejier town ;

Whither, if it please you, we may now withdraw us.

Hen. What men of name are llain on either fide?

Sta. John duke of "Norfolk, Walter lord Ferrers^

Sir Robert Brakenbury^ and lir William Brandon.

[reading out ofa Note*

Hen. Interr their bodies as becomes their births*

Proclaim a pardon to the foldiers fled.

That in fubmiflion will return to us

;

And then, as we have ta'en the facrament.

We will unite the white rose and the red : —
Smile heaven upon this fair conjunction.

That long hath frown'd upon their enmity !^
What traitor hears me, and fays not — amen ?

England \i2it\i long been jnad, and fcarr'd herfelf;

The brother blindly fhed the brother's blood.

The father madly flaughter*d his own fon.

The fon compell'd been butcher to the fire ;

All this divided Tork and Lancafter

7 royalties i3 young Cwr^c become

Vol. VII. X
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Divided, In their dire division.

O, now, let Richmond and Elizabeth^

The true fucceeders of each royal houfe,

By God's fair ordinance conjoin together !

And let their heirs (God, if thy will be fo)

Enrich the time to come with fmooth-fac'd peace.

With fmiling plenty, and fair profperous days

!

Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord,

That would reduce these bloody days again,

And make poor England weep in flreams of blood?

Let them not live to tafte this land's encreafe,

That would with treason wound this fair land's peace!

Now civil wounds are flop'd, peace lives again

;

That Ihe may long live here, God fay — Amen

!

Flourijh, Exeunt,
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PROLOGUE.

I come no more to make you laugh ; things now,
That bear a weighty and a ferious brow.

Sad, high, and working, fqll of ftate and woe.

Such noble fcenes as draw the eye to flow

We now present. Those, that can pity, here

May, if they think it well, let fall a tear;

The fubjedl will deserve it : Such, as give

Their money out of hope tkey may believe.

May here find truth too : Those, that come to fee

Only a fhow or two, and fo agree.

The play may pafs ; if they be ftill, and willing,

I'll undertake, may fee away their fhilling

Richly in two Ihort hours : Only they.

That come to hear a merry, bawdy play,

A noise of targets ; or to fee a fellow

In a long motley coat, garded with yellow.

Will be deceiv'd : for, gentle hearers, know.
To rank our chosen truth with fuch a fhow
As fool and fight is, (befide forfeiting

Our own brains ; and the opinion, that we bring.

To make that only true we now intend)

Will leave us never an underflanding friend.

Therefore, for goodnefs' fake, and as you are known
The firft and happieft hearers of the town.

Be fad, as we would make ye : Think, ye fee

The very perfons of our hiftory.

As they were living ; think, you fee them great.

And follow*d with the general throng, and fweat

Of thousand friends ; then, in a moment, fee

How foon this mightinefs meets misery

:

And, if you can be merry then, I'll fay,

A man may weep upon his wedding day.

^6 our Nobk Story
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ACT I.

SCENE I. London. Anti-room in the Pulace.

^nter the Duke ^/'Norfo lk, at one Door ; at the other

^

the Duke of Buckingham, and the Lord

Abergavenny.
[done,

Bvc, Good morrow, and well met. How have you

Since laft we faw in France V

Nor. I thank your grace

:

Healthful ; and, ever fince, a frefh admirer

Of what I faw there.

£uc. An untimely ague

Stay'd me a prisoner in my chamber, when
Those fons of glory, those two lights of men.
Met in the vale of Jrde,

No R . 'Twixt Guynes and Arde :

J was then present, faw them falute on horfe-back

;

Beheld them, when they lighted, how they clung

In their embracement, as they grew together;

Which had they,what four thron dones could have weigh'4
Such a compounded one ?

Bim:. All the whole time

[14
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I was my chamber's prisoner.

Nor. Then you loft

The view of earthly glory : Men might fay,

'Till this time, pomp was fmgle ; but now marry'd
To one above itfelf. Each following day
Became the laft day's mafter, 'till the next

Made former wonders it's : To-day, the French^

All clinquant, all in gold, like heathen gods.

Shone down x\i^ Englijh', and, to-morrow, they

Made Britain India: every man, that flood,

Shew'd like a mine ; their dwarfifh pages were
As cherubins, all gilt : the madams too.

Not us'd to toil, did almoft fweat to bear

The pride upon them, that their very labour

Was to them as a painting : now this mafk
Was cry'd incomparable ; and the enfuing night

Made it a fool, and beggar. The two kings.

Equal in luftre, were now beft, now worft.

As presence did present them ; him in eye.

Still him in praise : and, being present both,

'Twas faid, they faw but one ; and no discerner

purft wag his tongue in cenfure : When these funs

(For fo they phrase 'em) by their heralds challeng'd

The noble fpirits to arms, they did perform

Beyond thought's compafs ; that former fabulous ftoryj

Being now feen poffible enough, got credit.

That Be^is was believ'd.

Buc, O, you go far.

ISloR. As I belong to worfhip, and afFedl

In honour honefty, the traft of every thing

Would by a good difcourfer lose fome life.

Which anion's felf was tongue to. All was royal \

6 & 3^ V. Notii.
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To the difposlng of it nought rebeird.

Order gave each thing view ; the office did

Diftinftly his full funflion.

Buc» Who did guide,

I mean, who fet the body and the limbs

Of this great fport together, as you guefs ?

Nor, One, certes, that promises no element

In fuch a businefs.

Buc, I pray you, who, my lord ?

Nor, All this was order'd by the good difcretlon

Of the right reverend cardinal of Tork,

Buc, The devil fpeed him ! no man's pye is free'd

Froni his ambitious finger. What had he

To do in these fierce vanities ? I wonder.

That fuch a ketch c^n with his very bulk

Take up the rays o'the beneficial fun.

And keep it from the earth.

Nor, ^et, furely, fir.

There's in him ftufF that puts him to these ends

:

For, being not propt by anceflry, (whose grace

Chalks fuccefibrs their way) nor call'd upon
For high feats done to the crown, neither ally'd

To eminent afiiftants, but, fpider-like.

Out of his felf- drawn web, he gives us note.

The force of his own merit makes his way

;

A gift that heaven gives for him, which buys

A place next to the king.

Jbe, I cannot tell

What heaven hath given him, let fome graver eye

Pierce into that; but I can fee his pride

Peep through each part of him: Whence has he that .^

if not from hell, the devil is a niggard j

24 Web, O gives
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Or has given all before, and he begins

A new hell in himfelf.

Buc . ^nti why the devil.

Upon this French going-out, took he upon him.
Without the privity o'lhe king, to appoint

Who fhould attend on him } He makes up the file

Of all the gentry ; for the moft part fuch

Too, whom as great a charge as little honour
He meant to lay upon : and his own letter.

The honourable board of council out,

Muft fetch him in he papers.

Ab^> i do know
Kinsmen of mine, three at the lead, that have

By this fo ficken'd their eftates, that never

They ihall abound as formerly.

Buc. O, many
Have broke their backs with laying manors on them
For this great journey. What did this vanity,

But minifter communication of

A moft poor ilTqe ?

Nor, Grievingly I think.

The peace between the French and us not values

The coft that did conclude it.

Buc. Every man,
After the hideous ftorm that follow'd, was

A thing infpir^d ; and, not confulting, broke

Jnto a general prophecy,— That this tempeft,

DaQiing the garment of this peace, aboaded
The fudden breach on't.

Ab/?. Which is budded out

;

TQr France hath flaw*d the league, and hath attached

Our merchants' goods at Bourdeaux,

8 To whom
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^^E. Ts It therefore

The ambaffador is filenc'd ?

Nor. Marry, is't.

Jbe. a proper title of a peace • and purchaf'd

At a fuperfluous rate!

Buc^ Why, all this businefs

Our reverend cardinal carry'd.

Nor. Like it your grace.

The ftate takes notice of the private difference

Betwixt you and the cardinal. I advise you,

(And take it from a heart that wifhes towards you
Honour and plenteous fafety) that you read

The cardinal's malice and his potency

Together: to confider further, that

What his high hatred would effed wants not

A minifter in his power: You know his nature.

That he's revengeful; and I know, his fword

Hath a fharp edge : ii's long, and,'t may be faid.

It reaches far ; and where 'twill not extend.

Thither he darts it. Bosom up my counfel.

You'll find it vvholefome. Lo, where comes that rock.

That I advise your fhunning.

Enter CardinalWo L s E y

,

(the Piirje born before him) certain of the

Guards and tuoo Secretaries ^ith Papers,

The Cardinal in his Faffagefixeth his Eye on

Buckingham, ayid Buckingham on hhn,

bothfull of Difdain.

WoL. The duke Bucki7igham\ furveyor ? ha?

Where's his examination ?

1.5. Here, fo please you.

Woh, Is he in perfon ready I
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I. &, Ay, please your grace. [^am
Wof,. Well, we lhall then know more; ^nd Bucking-

Shall leffen this big look. [Exeunt^ohSEY, and Train.

Buc, This butcher's cur is venom-mouth'd, and I

Have not the power to muzzle him ; therefore, beft

Not wake him in his flumber. A beggar's book
Out-worths a noble's blood.

Nor , What, are you chaf'd ?

Alk God for temperance ; that's the appliance only,

Which your disease requires.

Buc, I read in his looks

Matter again ft me ; and his eye revil'd

Me, as his abjed obje£l : at this inftant

He bores me with fome trick : He's gone to the king;
ni follow, and out-ftare himi.

Nor, Stay, my lord.

And let your reason with your choler queftion

What 'tis you go about : To climb fteep hills^

Requires flow pace at firft : Anger is like

A full-hot horfe; who being allow'd his way.
Self-mettle tires him. Not a man in England

Can advise me like you : be to yourfelf.

As you would to your friend.

Buc. rU to the king

;

And from a mouth of honour quite cry dowi^

This Ipfiwich fellow's infolence ; or proclaim*

There's difference in no perfons.

Nor, Be advis'd ;

Heat not a furnace for your foe fo hot

That it do findge yourfelf : We may out-run,

]py violent fwiftnefs, that which we run at.

And lose by over-running. Know you not.

4 venom'd-mouthM
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The fire, that mounts the liquor till't run o'er.

In feeming to augment it, wafts it ? Be advis'd :

I fay again, there is no Englijh foul

More ftronger to dired you than yourfelf

;

If with the fap of reason you would quench.

Or but allay, the fire of paffion.

Bvc, Sir,

I am thankful to you ; and Fll go along

By your prefcription :
— but this top-proud fellow^

(Whom from the fiow of gall I name not, but

From fincere motions ; by intelligence,

And proofs as clear as founts mjuly^ when
We fee each grain of gravel) I do know
To be corrupt and treasonous.

Nor, Say not, treasonous. [ftrong

Buc. To the king I'll fay't; and make my vouch as

As Ihore of rock. Attend. This holy fox.

Or wolf, or both, (for he is equal ravenous.

As he is fubtle ; and as prone to mifchief.

As able to perform't : his mind and place

Infeding one another, yea, reciprocally)

Only to ftiew his pomp as well in France

As here at home, fuggefts the king our mafter

To this laft coftly treaty, the interview.

That fwallow'd fo much treasure, and like a glafs

Did break i'the rinfing.

NoK, 'Faith, and fo it did.

Buc . Pray, give me favour, fir. This cunning cardinal

The articles o'the combination drew,
As himfelf pleas'd ; and they were ratify'd.

As he cry'd. Thus let be : to as much end.

As give a crutch to the dead : But our count cardinal
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Has done this, and 'tis well * for worthy Wolfeyp

Who cannot err, he did it • Now this follows,

(Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy
To the old dam, tYt2iS0u)'^ Charles the emperor^
Under pretence to fee the queen his aunt,

(For 'twas, indeed, his colour ; but he came
To whifper Wolfey) here makes visitation :

His fears were, that the interview, betwixt

England and Francey might, through their amity.

Breed him fome prejudice; for from this league

Peep'd harms that menac'd him : He tj?erefo>e privily

Deals with our cardinal ; and, as I trow,^
(Which I do well ; for, I am fure, the emperor
Pay'd, ere he promised; whereby his fuit was granted.

Ere it was afk'd) — but, when the way was made.
And pav'd with gold, the emperor thus desir'd ;

—
That he would please to alter the king's courfe.

And break the forefaid peace. Let the king know,
(As foon he (hall by me) that thus the cardinal

Does buy and fell his honour as he pleases.

And for his own advantage.

"NoK. 1 am forry,

To hear this of him ; and could wifh, he were
Something miftaken in't.

Buc. No, not a fyllable

;

I do pronounce him in that very fhape.

He (hall appear in proof.

Enter Brandon;^ Serjeant at Arms before hitriy

and tivo or three ofthe Guard.

Bra. Your office, ferjeant; execute it.

Ser. Sir,

My lord the duke of Buckingham^ and earl
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Of Hereford^ Stafford, and Northampton, \

Arreft thee of high treason, in the name
Of our mod fovereign king.

Buc. Lo you, my lord, .[^oNor.

The net has fall'n upon me ; I fhalrperifli

Under devife and pradlice.

Bra. I am forry.

To fee you ta'en from liberty, to look on
The businefs present : 'Tis his highnefs' pleasure.

You fliallto the tower.

Buc. Pt will help me nothing,

To plead mine innocence ; for that dye is on me.
Which makes my whit'ft part black. The will of heaven
Be done in this and all things obey
O my lord Aberga7iyy fare you well.

Bra. Nay, he mufl bear you company : —The king
Is pleas'd, you lhall to the tower, 'till you know
How he determines further,

Abe, As the duke faid.

The will of heaven be done, and the king's pleasure

By me obey'd.

Bra, Here is a warrant from
The king, to attach lord Montacute ; and the bodies

Of the duke's confeffor, John de-la-Cary

One Gilbert Peck, his chancellor,—

Buc, So, fo.

These are the limbs o'the plot : No more, I hope.

Bra, a monk o'the Chartreux.

Buc , O, Nicholas Hopkins

?

Bra, He.
Buc, My furveyor is falfe ; the o'er great cardinal

Hath Ihevv'd him gold : my life is fpan'd already ;

i5 Counfellor *9 0 Mkbad Hopkins,
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I am the lhadow of poor Buckingham ;

Whose figure even this inftant cloud puts on,

By darkening my clear fun. —My lord, farewel. [Exeunt.

SCENE II. rheCounciUChamber.

Enter King Henry, Wolsey, Lords^

and others of the Council^ (^6'/> Thomas Lovel, one)

Officers and Attendants, King enters leaning

on the CardinaVs Shoulder,

Kin. My life itfelf, and the bell heart of it,

Thanks you for this great care : I flood i'the level

Of a full-charg'd confederacy ; and give thanks

To you that chok*d it. — Let be calFd before us

That gentleman of Buckingham^ ^ : in perfon

I'll hear him his confellions juftify ;

And point by point the treasons of his matter »

He^lhall again relate.

King takes his Seat under a State ;

the Council theirs ; the Cardinal placeth him/elf

under the Kin£s Feet., on his right Side.

Noise within of crying^ Room for the Queen.
Enter the Queen, ujher*d by the Dukes of
Norfolk and S u ffolk. She kneels : King

riseth from his State^ and ad'vances

toivards her.

^le. Nay, we mull longer kneel ; 1 am a fuitor.

Kin, Arise, and take place by us ;
— Halfyour fuit

Never name to us ; you have half our power

:

The other moiety, ere you alk, is given

;

Repeat your will, and take it.

^e. Thank your majeily.

That you would love yourfelf ; and, in that love.

3 Lords
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Not unconfider'd leave your lionour, not'

The dignity of your office, is the point

Of my petition.

Kin. Lady mine, proceed.

I am follicited, not by a few.

And those of true condition, that your fubjefts

Are in great grievance : There have been commiffions

Sent down among them, which hath flaw'd the hearty

Of all their loyalties : wherein, although,

My good lord cardinal, they vent reproaches

Moft bitterly on you, as putter-on

Of these exadions, yet the king our mafter [not

(Whose honour heaven Ihield from foil !) even he efcapes

Language unmannerly, yea, fuch which breaks

The fides of loyalty, and almoft appears

In loud rebellion.

Nor, Not almoft appears,

It doth appear : for, upon these taxations.

The clothiers all, not able to maintain

The many to them 'longing, have put ofF

The fpinfters, carders, fullers, weavers, who.
Unfit for other life, compelPd by hunger
And lack of other means, in defperate manner
Daring the event to the teeth, are all in uproar.

And danger ferves among them.

Kin, Taxation

!

Wherein ? and what taxation ? —.My lord cardinal.

You that are blam'd for it alike with us.

Know you of this taxation ?

WoL, Please you, fir,

I know but of a fmgle part, in ouglit

Pertains to the Hate j and front but in that file

VoL.VIL K
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Where others tell fteps with ine.

^e. No, my lord,

You know no more than others : but you frame

Things, that are known alike ; which are not wholefome
To those which would not know them, and yet mull:

Perforce be their acquaintance. These exadions.

Whereof my foVereign would have note, they are

Moft peftilent to the hearing; and, to bear them.

The back is facrifice to the load : They fay.

They are devis'd by you ; or elfe you fufFer

Too hard an exclamation.

Kin, Still exadion !

The nature of it? in what kind, let's know^
Is this exadlion ?

^e. I am much too venturous,

In tempting of your patience ; but am bolden'd

Under your promis'd pardon. The fubjed's grief

Comes through commiffions, which compel from each

The fixth part of his fubftance, to be levy'd

Without delay ; and the pretence for this

Is nam'd, your wars in France: This makes bold mouths

:

Tongues fpit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze

Allegiance in them ; nag, their curfes now
Live where their prayers did ; and it's come to pafs.

This tradlable obedience is a flave

To each incenfed will. I would, your highnefs

Would give it quick confideration y for

There is no primer businefs.

Ki?!, By my life.

This is againft our pleasure.

WoL. And for me,

I have no further gone in this, than by

^8 compels 28 bafenefle
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A fingle voice; and that not paft me, but
By learned approbation. If I am
Traduc'd by ignorant tongues,-" which neither know
My faculties, nor perfon, yet will be
The chronicles of my doing,— let me fay,

'Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake
That virtue muft go through. We muft not Hint

Our necefTary adlions, in the fear

To cope malicious cenfurers ; which ever.

As ravenous fifhes, do a veflel follow

That is new trim'd ; but benefit no further

Than vainly longing. What we oft do belt.

By fick interpreters (once weak ones) is

Not ours, or not allow'd ; what worft, as oft>

Hitting a grofler quality, is cry'd up
For our bell adionf If we fhall ftand ftill,

Jn fear our motion will be mock'd or carp'd at.

We fliould take root here where we fit, or fit

State ftatues only.

Kin, Things tfjat are done well,

And with a care, exempt themfelves from fear;

Things done without example, in their iflue

Are to be fear'd. Have you a precedent

Of this commillion ? I believe not any.

We muft not rend our fubjedts from our laws,

And ftick them in our will. Sixth part of each?
A trembling contribution ! Why, we take.

From every tree, lop, bark, and part o'the timber

;

And, though we leave it with a root, thus hackt.

The air will drink the fap. To every county.

Where this is queftion*d, fend our letters, with

Free pardon to each man that has deny'd

* approbation of the Judges : If

K t
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The force of this commiflion: Pray, look t&t;
I put it to your care.

PFoL» *^ A word with you." [to an Attr

Let there be letters writ to every fhire,"

*• Ofthe king's grace and pardon. The griev'd commons"
" Hardly conceive of me ; let it be nois'd,"

That, through our interceflion, this revokement"
And pardon comes : I fhall anon advise you"

" Further in the proceeding." [Exit Att^

\Enter an Officer of the Council nvith the

Duke of Buckingham's Surveyor.

I am forry, that the duke of Buckingham

Is run in your difpleasure.

Kin. , It grieves many

:

The gentleman is learn'd, a moft rare fpeaker.

To nature none more bound ; his training fuch.

That he may furnilh and inftru6l great teachers.

And never feek for aid out of himfelf.

Yet fee.

When these fo noble benefits fhall prove

Not well difpos'd, the mind growing once corrupt.

They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly

Then ever they were fair : This man, fo compleat.

Who was enroird 'mongft wonders, and when we,
Almofl with lift'ning ravifh'd, could not find

His hour of fpeech a minute ; he, my lady.

Hath into monilrous habits put the graces

That once were his, and is become as black

As if befmear'd in hell. Sit by us ; you fhall heaf

(This was his gentleman in truft) of him
Things to ilrike honour fad. — Bid him recount

^

The fore-recited pradices ; whereof

Lcarn'd, and a S5 ravifliM liflning
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We cannot feel too little, hear too much.
WoL. Stand forth; and with bold fpirit relate what you,

Moft like a careful fubjedl, have colleded

Out of the duke of Buckingham,

Kin, Speak freely.

Sur. Firft, it was usual with him, every day
It would infed his fpeech. That, if the king
Should without ifTue dye, he'd carry it fb

To make the fcepter his : These very words
I've heard him utter to his fon-in-law,

Lord Aberga^ny ; to whom by oath he menac'd
Revenge upon the cardinal,

WoL, Please your highnefs, note

His dangerous conception in this point

:

Not friended by his wiih, to your high perfon

His will is moii malignant ; and it ftretches

Beyond you, to your friends.

My learn'd lord cardinal.

Deliver all with charity.
'

Kin, Speak on :

How grounded he his title to the crown,

Upon our fail ? to this point hall thou heard him
At any time fpeak ought ?

^ur. He was brought to this

By a vain prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins,

Kin, What was thsLt Hopkins P

Sur. Sir, a Chartreux friar,

His confelTor; who fed him every minute
With words of fovereignty.

Kin, How know'ft thou this ?

Sur, Not long before your highnefs fped to France^

The duke being at the rose, within the parifli

14 This dan— ^5 Jitnton^ a6 Henton f

K 3
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Saint Laurence Poultney, did of me demand
What was the fpeech among the Londoners

Concerning the Fr^/7r/6 journey : I reply'd.

Men fear'd, \\i^French would prove perfidious.

To the king's danger: Presently the duke
Said, 'Twas the fear, indeed ; and that he doubted,

'Twould prove the verity of certain words
Spoke by a holy monk, that oft, fays he.

Hath fent to me^ <vjijhing me to permit

John de-la-Car, my chaplain, a choice hour

To hearfrom him a matter offome mo?nent

:

Whom after under the confefficns feal

He folemnly hadf^wrn, that, njohat he fpokCy

Aly chaplain to no creature Having, hut

^0 me, Jhould utter, uuith demure confidence

This pausingly enfud,— Neither the king, nor his heirSy

Tellyou the duke, Jhall profper : bid him fri've
To cain the lo^ve o'*the commonalty ; the duke

Shallgo<vern England.

^e. If 1 know you well.

You were the duke's furveyor, and loft your office

On the complaint o'the tenants : Take good heed.

You charge not in your fpleen a noble perfon.

And fpoil your nobler foul ; 1 fay, take heed

;

Yes, heartily befeech you.

Kin. Let him on : —

.

Go forward.

Sur, On my foul. Til fpeak but truth.

I told my lord the duke, By the devil's illusions

The monk might be deceived ; and that 'twas dangerous

To ruminate on this fo far, until [for him
It forg'd him fome delign, which, being believ'd.

4 feare Commillions 3o For this
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It was much like to do : He anfwer'd, T^ujhf

It can do me no damage : adding further.

That, had the king in his laft ficknefs fail'd.

The cardinal's and fir Thomas Lo^ePs heads

Should have gone ofF.

Kin. Ha \ what, fo rank ? Ah, ha!

There's mifchief in this man :— Can'll thou fay further?

Sur, I can, my liege.

Kin. Proceed.

Sur. Being at Green<vot€hj

After your highnefs had reprov'd the duke
About fir William Blomery-^

Kin. I remember
Of fuch a time ; ije being my fworn fervant.

The duke retained him his. — But on ; What hence ?

Sur, If, quoth he, /for this had been committed^

To the to<wer, as J thought, I ^ould ha^e plafd
The part myfather meant to aSi upon

The usurper Richard ; njohoy being at Salisbury,

Made fuit to come in his presence ; luhich ifgranted^

As he made femblance of his duty, ^would

Ua^ve put his knife into him.

Kin. A giant traitor

!

JVoL . Now, madam, may his highnefs live in freedom.

And this man out of prison ?

God mend all ! [What fay'ft ?

Kin, There's fomething more would out of thee

;

Sur, After -~ the duke his father,— with— the knife,"^

He ftretch'd him, and, with one hand on his dagger.

Another fpread on his breaft, mounting his eyes,

He did difcharge a horrible oath ; whose tenor

Was,— Were he evil us'd, he would out-go

5.7 As to the Tower, I thought

K 4
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His father, by as much as a performance
Does an irresolute purpose.

Kin. There's his period^

To (heath his knife in us. He is attach'd ;

Call him to present trial : if he may
Find mercy in the law, 'tis his; if none.

Let him not feek't of us : By day and night.

He's traitor to the height. [Exeuvf.

SCENE HI. Anti-room in the Palace,

Enter the Lord Chamberlain, and Lord Sands.
Cha. Is't poffible, the fpells of France fhould juggle

Men into fuch ftrange myfteries ?

Sau, New cuftoms.

Though they be never fo ridiculous,

Nay, let 'em be unmanly, yet are follow'd.

Cha. As far as I fee, all the good, our Englijh

Have got by the late voyage, is but meerly

A fit or two o'the face ; but they are fhrew'd ones ;

For, when they hold 'em, you would fwear diredly.

Their very noses had been counfellors

To Fepin, or Clothariusy they keep ftate fo. [take it,

San. They have all newlegs,and lameones ; one would
That never faw them pace before, the fpavin

And fpring-halt reign'd among 'em.

Cha. Death ! my lord.

Their cloaths are after fuch a pagan cut too.

That, fure, they have worn out chriftendom. How now ?

Enter Sir Thomas Lovel.
What news, fir Thomas Lo^vel

^

Lov, 'Faith, my lord,

I hear of none, but the new proclamation

*4 fee *cm A Spring- 2>7 too't
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That*s clap'd upon the court gate,

Cha. What is't for?

Lov, The reformation of our travePd gallants.

That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and tailors.

Cha, I am glad, 'tis there ; now I would pray ourmon-
To think an Englifh courtier may be wise, [fieurs

And never fee the Louvre.

Lor. They muft either

(For fo run the conditions) leave those remnants
Of fool, and feather, that they got in France

j

With all their honourable points of ignorance

Pertaining thereunto, (as fights, and fire -works ;

Abusing better men than they can be.

Out of a foreign wisdom) renouncing clean

The faith they have in tennis, and tall ftockings.

Short bolfler'd breeches, and those types of travel.

And underfiand again like honeft men ;

Or pack to their old play-fellows : there, I take it.

They may, cum pri^ilegio, wear away
The lag end of their lewdnefs, and be laugh'd at.

San. *Tis time to give 'em physick, their diseases

Are grown fo catching.

Cha. What a lofs our ladies

Will have of these trim vanities !

Lov. Ay, marry,

There will be woe indeed, lords: the fly whorfons

Have got a fpeeding trick to lay down ladies

;

A French fong, and a fiddle, has no fellow.

San. The devil fiddle 'em ! I am glad, they're going;

(For, fure, there's no converting of 'em) now
An honeft country lord, as I am, beaten

A long time out of play, may bring his plain-fong, ;

>6 bliftered
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And have an hour of hearing; and, byVlady^^

Held current musick too.

Cha. Well faid, lord Sands;

Your colt's tooth is not caft yet.

San. No, my lord ;

Nor lhall not, while I have a ftump.

Cha, Sir Thomas^

Whither were you a going ?

Lov. To the cardinal's ;

Your lordlhip is a gueft too.

Cha, O, 'tis true :

This night he makes a fupper, and a great one.

To many lords and ladies; there will be

The beauty of this kingdom, TU afTure you. [deed,

Lov. That churchman bears a bounteous mind in-*

A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us

;

His dews fall every where.

Cha, No doubt, he's noble

;

He had a black mouth, that faid other of him.
Sj^N. He may, my lord, he has where-withal ; in him.

Sparing would ihew a worfe fin than ill dodtrine

;

Men of his way fhould be moft liberal.

They are fet here for examples.

Cha. True, they are fo ;

But few now give fo great ones. My barge ftays;
,

'

Your lordfhip (hall along : — Come, good fir Thomas^
We fhall be late elfe; which I would not be.

For I was fpoke to, with fir Hetiry Guilford^

This night to be comptrollers.

San. I am your lordlhip's. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV. AHallinYork-Place.
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Musick. Banquet fet out : Table under a State

for the Cardinal* Enter a great Company of Lords^

Ladiesy &c. and Anne Bullen : to them,

^/r Henry Guilford.
Gui, Ladies, a general welcome from his grace

Salutes you all : This night he dedicates

To fair content, and you : none here, he hopes.

In all this noble bevy, has brought with her

One care abroad ; he would have all as merry.

As firft-good company, good wine, good welcome.

Can make good people. _0, my lord, you're tardy;

Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands^
and aS/V Thomas Lovel.

The very thought of this fair company
Clap'd wings to me.

Cha, You s.re yonn gy {ir Harry Gui/ford.
S^N, Six Thomas Lo^el, had the cardinal

But half my lay-thoughts in him, fome of these

Should find a running banquet ere they relied,

I think, would better please 'em : by my life.

They are a fweet fociety of fair ones.

LoF. O, that your lordlhip were but now confeflbr

To one or two of these !

Sj^n, I would, I were;

They fhould find easy penance.

LoF. 'Faith, how easy ?

Sjin. As easy as a down bed would afford it.

Cha. Sweet ladies, will it please you fit? — Sir Harrj^ •

Place you that fide, Pll take the charge of this;

His grace is entring. _ Nay, you mull not freeze;

Two women plac'd together makes cold weather : ^
My lord Sands, you are one will keep 'em wakings

10 firfr, good
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Pray, fit between these ladies.

Sjin. By my faith.

And thank your lordfhip.^ By your leave, fweet ladles

:

[/eating htmfelf hetuoeen Anne Bullen, and another Ladj*

If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me;
I had it from my father.

^NAT. Was he mad, fir?

5^Ar. O, very mad, exceeding mad, in love too:

But he would bite none ;
juft as 1 do now.

He would kifs you twenty with a breath.

Cha, Well faid, my lord

—

So, now you're fairly feated: Gentlemen,
The penance lies on you, if these fair ladies

Pafs away frowning.

Sau. For my little cure.

Let me alone.

Flourijh, Enter Wo L s EY , attended
'y

and takes his State.

WoL. You'rewelcome,my fair guefts; that noble lady.

Or gentleman, that is not freely merry,

Is not my friend : This, to confirm my welcome

;

And to you all good health. [drinks*

San, Your grace is noble:

Let me have fuch a bowl may hold my thanks.

And fave me fo much talking.

PToL. My lord Sands,

I am beholding to you : cheer your neighbours.^
Ladies, you are not merry ; — Gentlemen,
Whose fault is this ?

San. The red wine firft mud rise

In their fair cheeks, my lord ; then we fhall have 'em
Talk us to fxlence.
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Ann. You are a merry gamefter.

My lord Sands,

San. Yes, if I may choose my play.

Here's to your ladilliip : and pledge it, madam

;

For 'tis to fuch a thing,—

Jnn. You cannot fhew me.

8an» I told your grace, they would talk anon.

[Trumpets within : Chambers di/cbarg*d,

WoL, What's that?

Cha, Look out there, fome of you, [Exit an Att.

WoL, What warlike voice?

And to what end is this ? Nay, ladies, fear not;

By all the laws of war you're priviledg'd.

Re-enter Attendant.

Cha, How now ? what is't ?

Ati. A noble troop of ftrangers

;

For fo they feem : they have left their barge, and landed

;

And hither make, as great ambafTadors

From foreign princes.

WoL. Good lord chamberlain,

Go, give 'em welcome, you can fpeak the French tongue;

And, pray, receive 'em nobly, and conduft 'em
Into our presence, where this heaven of beauty

Shall fhine at full upon them : — Some attend him. —
[Exit Chamberlain, attended.

Co?npany rise : Tables remo'v'd.

You have now a broken banquet ; but we'll mend it.

A good digeftion to you all : and, once more,

I Ihower a welcome on you ; welcome, all.

Flourijh. Enter King, and Others^ as Majkers,

habited like Shepherds^ ujher'*d by the Lord Chamberlain :

They pafs direiily before the Cardinal

3 I make my
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and gracefully falute hint.

A noble company : What are their pleasures ?

Cha. Because they fpeak no Englijh, thus they pray'd

To tell your grace;— That, having heard by fame
Of this lb noble and fo fair afTembly

This night to meet here, they could do no lefs.

Out of the great refped they bear to beauty,

But leave their flocks ; and, under your fair condudl.

Crave leave to view these ladies, and entreat

An hour of revels with them.

/Foi. Say, lord chamberlain, [them
They have done my poor houfe grace; for which I pay

A thousand thanks, and pray them take their pleasures.

\_NIusick. Danceformd: King chooses Anne Bullen.

Kin, The faireft hand I ever touch'd ! O, beauty,

'Till now 1 never knew thee. \Pance^

WoL. My lord,—

Cha. Your grace ?

WoL, Pray, tell 'em thus much from me:
There fhould be one amongfl 'em, by his perfon.

More worthy this place than myfelf ; to whom.
If I but knew him, with my love and duty

1 would furrender it.

Cha, 1 will, my lord. \fwhifpers the Majkers^

WoL. What fay they?

Cha, Such a one, they all confefs.

There is, indeed ; which they would have your grace

Find out, and he will take it.

WoL, Let me fee then : [comesfrom his State,

By all your good leaves, gentlemen ; — Here Til make
My royal choice.

Kifi. You have found him, cardinal : \unmafking.
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You hold a fair aflembly ; you do well, lord

:

You are a churchman, or, I'll tell you, cardinal,

1 Ihould judge now unhappily.

WoL. I am glad,

Your grace is grown fo pleasant.

Kin. My lord chamberlain,

Pr'ythee, come hither ; What fair lady's that ? [ghter,

Cha. An't please your grace, fir Thomas Bullens dau-
The vifcount Rochfordy one of her highnefs' women.

Kin, By heaven, fhe is a dainty one.— Sweet heart,

I were unmannerly, to take you out.

And not to kifs you. — A health, gentlemen,

Let it go round.

WoL. Sir Thomas to^eU is the banquet ready

I* the privy-camber ?

Lov* Yes, my lord.

WoL, Your grace,

I fear, with dancing is a little heated.

Kin. I fear, too much.
WoL, There's frelher air, my lord.

In the next chamber.

Kin, Lead in your ladies, every one:— Sweet partner

I muft not yet forfake you : — Let's be merry ;

Good my lord cardinal, 1 have half a dozen healths

To drink to these fair ladies, and a measure
To lead 'em once again ; and then let's dream
Who's belt in favour. Let the musick knock it.

{^Exeunt, Loud Musich

ACT 11.

SCENE I. J Street.
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Enter tivo Gentlemen, meetings

1. G. Whither away fo fail, fxti

2. G. O,— God fave you !

Even to the hall, to hear what lhall become
Of the great duke of Buckingham.

1 . G. ril fave you
That labour, iir. All's now done, but the ceremony
Of bringing back the prisoner.

2. G. Were you there ?

1. G. Yes, indeed, was I.

2. G. Pray, fpeak, what has happened ?

1. G, You may guefs quickly what.

2. G. Is he found guilty ?

1 . G. Yes, truly, is he, and condemnM upon*t.

2. G. I am forry for't.

1. G. So are a number more.

2. G. But, pray, how pafT'd it ?

1. G. rU tell you in a little. The great duke
Came to the bar; where, to his accusations

He pleaded flill, not guilty, and alledg'd

Many fharp reasons to defeat the law.

The king's attorney, on the contrary,

XJrg'd on the examinations, proofs, confeffions

Of divers witnefles ; which the duke desir'd

To have brought, ^i'vd <voce, to his face

:

At which appeared againft him, his furveyor

;

Sir Gilbert Peck, his chancellor ; and John Car,

ConfeiTor to him ; with that devil-monk,

Hopkins, that made this mifchief.

2. G. That was he.

That fed him with his prophecies ?

a6 To him brought
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t . G. The fame.

All these accus'd him ftrongly : which he fain

Would have flung from him, but, indeed, he could not;

And fo his peers, upon this evidence.

Have found him guilty of high treason. Much
He fpoke, and learnedly, for life; but all

Was either pity'd in him, or forgotten.

2. G. After all this, how did he bear himfelf ?

1. G. When he was brought again to the bar,— to hear

Plis knell rung out, his judgment, - he was flir'd

With fuch an agony, he fweat extreamly.

And fomething fpolje in choler, ill, and hafty

:

But he fell to himfelf again, and, fweetly,

Jn all the reft fhewM a moft noble patience.

2. G. I do not think, he fears death.

1. G. Sure, he does not.

He never was fo womanifh ; the cause

He may a little grieve at.

2. G. Certainly,

The cardinal is the end of this.

1. G. 'Tis likely,

By all conjedures : firft, KiUare^s attainder,

T ben deputy of Ireland ; who remov'd.

Earl Surrey was fent thither, and in hafte too.

Left he fhould help his father.^

2. G. That trick of ftate

Was a deep envious one.

I . G. At his return.

No doubt, he will requite it. This is noted.

And generally; whoever the king favours,

The cardinal inftantly will find employment.
And far enough from court too.

A'ttendurc

Vol. Vir. L
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2. G. All the commons
Hate him pernicioufly, and, o'my confclence,

"Wifh him ten fathom deep : this duke as much
They love and doat on ; call him, bounteous Buckingham^

Tlie mirror of all courtefy

:

1. G. Stay there, fir,

And fee the noble ruin'd man you fpeak of.

Enter Buckingham from his Arraignment ;

^ip-Jia<ves before him^ the Axe ivith the Edge
toixards him^ Halberds on each Side : njuith him,

5/> Thomas Lovel, 4S/r Nicholas

V

a ux,

and Others, and common People,

2. G. Let's ftand clofc, and behold him.
Buc, All good people.

You that thus far have come to pity me.
Hear what I fay, and then go home and lose me.
I have this day receiv'd a traitor's judgment.
And by that name mull die ; Yet heaven bear witnefs.

And, if I have a confcience, let it fink me,
Even as the axe falls, if I be not faithful I

The law I bear no malice for my death,

'T has done, upon the premises, but juftice;

But those, that fought it, I could wilh more chriftians^

Be what they will, I heartily forgive 'em :

But let 'em look they glory not in mifchief.

Nor build their evils on the graves of great men

;

For then my guiltlefs blood mull cry againft 'em.

For further life in this world I ne'er hope,

Nor will I fue, although the king have mercies

More than I dare make faults. You few that lov^d mc.
And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham,

His noble friends, and fellows, whom to leave
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Is only bitter to him, only dying.

Go with me, like good angels, to my end

;

And, as the long divorce of fteel falls on me.

Make of your prayers one fweet facrifice.

And lift my foal to heaven— Lead on, o'God's name.
Lor. I do befeech your grace, for charity.

If ever any malice in your heart

Were hid againft me, now to forgive me frankly.

Buc, Sir Thomas Lo'vel, I as free forgive you.

As I would be forgiven : I forgive all

;

There cannot be those numberlefs offences

'Gainft me, I can't take peace with : no black envy
Shall mark my grave. Commend me to his grace

;

And, if he fpeak of Buckingham^ P'"^y> tell him.

You met him half in heaven : my vows and prayers

Yet are the king's ; and, 'till my foul forfake me,
Shall cry for bleffings on him : May he live

Longer than I have time to tell his years

!

Ever belov'd, and loving, may his rule be

!

And, when old time fliall lead him to his end,
* Goodnefs and he fill up one monument

!

Lov. To the water fide I mull condud your grace ?

Then give my charge up to fir Nicholas Vaux^

Who undertakes you to your end.

Vau, Prepare there.

The duke is coming : fee, the barge be ready

;

And fit it with fuch furniture, as fuits

The greatnefs of his perfon.

Buc. Nay, fir Nicholasy

Let it alone ; my ftate now will but mock me.
When I came hither, I was lord high conftable.

And duke of Buckingham now, poor Ed'ward Bohun:

me^ that I make my
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Yet I am richer than ihy bafe accusers.

That never knew what truth meant: 1 now feal it;

And with that blood, will make 'em one day groan for*t«

My noble father, Henry of Buckingham^

Who firft rais'd head againft usurping Richardy

Flying for fuccour to his fervant Banijier,

Being diftre/T'd, was by that wretch betray'd,

And without trial fell ; God's peace be with him!
Henry the feventh fucceeding, truly pitying

My father's lofs, like a moll royal prince,

Reftor'd me to my honours, and, out of ruins.

Made my name once more noble : Now his fon,

Henry the eighth, life, honour, name, and all

That made me happy, at one flroke has taken

For ever from the world. I had my trial.

And, mull needs fay, a noble one; which makes me
A little happier than my wretched father

:

Yet thus far we are one in fortunes,— Both
Fell by our fervants, by those men we lov'd moll

;

A moil unnatural and faithlefs fervice

!

Heaven has an end in all : Yet, you that hear me.
This from a dying man receive as certain :

—
Vv'here you are liberal of your loves, and counfels.

Be fare, you be not loofe ; for those you make friends,

And give your hearts to, when they once perceive

The ieail rub in your fortunes, fall away
Like vvater from ye, never found again

But where they mean to fink ye. All good people.

Fray for me; I mull now forfake ye ; the lail hour
Of my long weary life is come upon me.

Farewe 1

:

And when you would fay fomething that is fady
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Speak how I fell. I have done ; and God forgive me !

[
Exeunt Buckingham and Train.

1. G. O, this is full of pity ! Sir, it calls,

I fear, too many curfes on their heads.

That were the authors.

2. G. If the duke be guiltlefs,

'Tis full of woe : yet I can give you inkling

Of an enfuing evil, if it fall,

Greater than this.

1. G, Good angels keep it from us

!

What may it be I You do not doubt my faith, fir ?

2. G. This fecret is fo weighty, 'twill require

A ftrong faith to conceal it.

1 . G. Let me have it

;

I do not talk much.
2. G. I am confident

;

You (hall, fir : Did you not of late days hear

A buzzing, of a feparation

Between the king and Catherine ?

1. G. Yes, but it held not

:

For when the king once heard it, out of anger

He fent command to the lord mayor, ftraight

To flop the rumour, and allay those tongues

That durft difperfe it.

2. G. But that flander, fir.

Is found a truth now : for it grows again

Freftier than e'er it was ; and held for certain.

The king will venture at i't. Either the cardinal.

Or fome about him near, have, out of malice

To the good queen, posseffd him with a fcruplc

That will undo her : To confirm this too,

Cardinal Campeius is arriv'd; and lately;

I-

1
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As all think, for this businefs.

1 . G, 'Tis the cardinal

;

And merely to revenge him on the emperor.

For not beftowing on him, at his a(king,

The arch-biihoprick of Toledo, this is purposed.

2. G. I think, you have hit the mark: But is't not cruel^

That Ihe (hould feel the fmart of this ? The cardinal

Will have his will, and fhe muft fall.

1 . G. 'Tis woeful.

We are too open here, to argue this

;

Let's think in private more. [Exeunt.

SCENE II. The Kin-g's AntUhamber.
Enter the Lord Chamberlain, reading,

Cha. My lordy The horfesyour lord/hip fent for^

woith all the care I had, I fa<vo mjell chosen^ ridden, and
furnijh''d: They ^wereyoungy and handjome ; and ofthe heft

breed in the north. When they nvere ready to Jet out for
London, a man of my lord cardlnaVs, by commiffion, and
main po^er, took ^em from me ; ^ith this reason, "~ His

mafter nvould be fer'v d before a fubjeSiy if not before the

king : njohich ftop^d our mouths, fir,

I fear, he will, indeed : Well, let him have *em

;

He will have all, I think.

Enter the Dukes of Norfolk, and Suffolk.
Nor, Well met, my cooti

Lord chamberlain.

Cha. Good day to both your graces.

^iTF, How is the king employ'd ?

Cha, I left him private.

Full of fad thoughts and troubles.

iVbic. What's the cause ?
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Cha, It feems, the marriage with his brother's wife

Has crept too near his confcience.

SuF, No, his confcience

Has crept too near another lady.

Nor, 'Tis fo

;

This is the cardinal's doing, the king-cardinal

:

That blind prieft, like the eldeil fon of fortune.

Turns what he lifts. The king will know him one day.

SuF. Pray God, he do ! he'll never know himfelfelfe.

Nor. How holily he works in all this businefs

!

And with what zeal ! For, now he has crack'd the league

Between us and the emperor, the queen's great-nephew.

He dives into the king's foul ; and there fcatters

Dangers, doubts, wringing of the confcience,

Fears, and defpairs, and all these for his marriage.

And, out of all these to reftore the king.

He counfels a divorce : a lofs of her,

That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years

About his neck, yet never loft her luftre

;

Of her, that loves him with that excellence

That angels love good men with; even of her.

That, when the greateft ftroke of fortune falls,

Will blefs the king : And is not this courfe pious ?

Cha, Heaven keep me from fuch counfel 1 'Tis moft

true,

These news are every where ; every tongue fpeaks 'em,

And every true heart weeps for't : All, that dare

Look into these affairs, fee his main end.

The French king's fifter. Heaven will one day open
The king's eyes, that fo long have flept upon
This bold bad man.

SuF, And free us from his flavery.

8 lift 10 all his ^9 fee this
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Nor. We had need pray,

And heartily, for our deliverance;

Or this imperious man will work us all

From princes into pages : all men's honours

Lye like one lump before him, to be faQiion'cf-

Into what pinch he please.

SuF, For me, my lords,

I love him not, nor fear him ; there's my creed:

As I am made without him, fo VU ftand,

Jf the king please; his curfes and his bleffings

Touch me alike, they are breath J not believe in :

I knew him, and T know him ; fo I leave him
To him, that made him proud, the pope.

Nor, Let's in ;

And, with fome other businefs, put the king

From these fad thoughts, that work too much upon him:—
My lord, you'll bear us company ?

C^a. Excuse me

;

The king hath fent me other-where : befides^

You'll find a moft unfit time to difturb him :

Health to your lord(hips.

Nor. Thanks, my good lord chamberlain,

[Exit Chamberlain.

They go to<v:ard: the Door : Door opens ;

and the King is di/co'ver Jitting to a Table^

fenjinjely^ and reading.

SuF. Hov/ fad he looks ! fure, he is much affiifted^

JKin, Who's there ? ha r [Jiarting up.

Nor. 31 pray God, he be not angry.

Kin. Who's there, I fay ? How dare you thruft your-

felves

Into my private meditations ?

7 pitch.



Henry VIII. 37

_ Who am I ? ha ?

A'bi?. A gracious king, that pardons all ofFences

Malice ne'er meant : our breach of duty, this way,

Js businefs of eftate; in which, we come
To know your royal pleasure.

Kzn. You're too bold :

Go to ; I'll make ye know yonr times of businefs :

Is this an hour for temporal affairs r ha ?

Enter Wo L s E y , ^if/? C a m p e i u s

.

Who's there ? my good lord cardinal ? _ O my JVolfey^

The quiet of my wounded confcience,

Thou art a cure fit for a king. ^ You're welcome,

Moll learned reverend fir, into our kingdom

;

Use us, and it : — My good lord, have great care

1 be not found a talker.

Wot. Sir,. you cannot.

I would, your grace would give us but an hour

Of private conference.

Kin. We are busy ; go. \to Nor. and Suf.

]<IoR. " This prieft has no pride in him ?"

^u¥. Not to fpeak of
** I would not be fo iick though, for his place

But this can not continue."

Nor, " If it do,''

I'll venture one heave at him."
SvF, I another." {Exeunt Nor. and SuF^
WoL . Your grace has given a precedent of wisdom

Above all princes, in committing freely

Your fcruple to the voice of chrillendom :

Who can be angry now ? what envy reach you ?

The Spafiiardy ty'd by blood and favour to her,

Mufl now confefs, if th^y have any gpodnefs^
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The trial jufl and noble. All the clerks,

I mean, the learned ones, in chriftian kingdoms.
Have their free voices : Rome, the nurfe ofjudgment.
Invited by your noble felf, hath fent

One general tongue unto us, this "1" good man.
This juft and learned prieft, cardinal Campeius;

Whom, once more, I present unto your highnefs.

Kin, And,oncemorejn mine arms I bid him welcome.
And thank the holy conclave for their loves ;

They have fent me fuch a man I would have wifli'd for.

CjM, Your grace muft needs deserve all ftrangers'

You are fo noble : To your highnefs' hand [loves,

I tender my =j= commiffion ; by whose virtue,

(The court ofRome commanding) — you, my lord

Cardinal of Tor/^, are join'd with me their fervant.

In the unpartial judging of this businefs.

KtPt. Two equal men : The queen lhall be acquainted

,

Forthwith, for what you come : —Where's Gardner P

WoL, I know, your majefty has always lov'd her

So dear in heart, not to deny her that

A woman of lefs place might afk by law.

Scholars, allow'd freely to argue for her.

Kin. Ay, and the bed fhe Shall have ; and my favour

To him that does beft; God forbid elfe. Cardinal,

Pr'ythee, call Gardiner to me, my new fecretary

;

I find him a fit fellow. \Exit Wolsey.
Re-enter^Qi^szYi nvith Gardiner. [you;'*

WoL. " Give me your hand : much joy and favour to

You are the king's now."
Gar. " But to be commanded"
For ever by your grace, whose hand has rais'd me.*'

Kin, Come hither, Gardiner* [tali afart*
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Cjm. My lord of Torkj was not one doftor Pace

In this man's place before him ?

M^OL. Yes, he was.

Cjim. Was he not held a learned man ?

WoL. Yes, furely.

C^M. Believe me, there's an ill opinion fpread thea

Even of youffelf, lord cardinal.

^oL, How ! of me ?

Cjm. They will not ftick to fay, you envy'd him

;

And, fearing he would rise, he was fo virtuous.

Kept him a foreign man ftill : which fo griev'd him.

That he ran mad, and dy'd.

PFoL* Heaven's peace be with him

!

That's chriftian care enough : for living murmurers.

There's places of rebuke. He was a fool;

For he would needs be virtuous : That"f" good fellow.

If I command him, follows my appointment;

I will have none fo near elfe. Learn this, brother.

We live not to be grip'd by meaner perfons.

Kin. Deliver this with modefty to the queen.

[Exit Gakdiker.
The mod convenient place that I can think of.

For fuch receipt of learning, is Black-friars ;

There ye fhall meet about this weighty businefs : ^
My Wol/ey, fee it furnilh'd— O my lord,

Would it not grieve an able man, to leave

So fweet a bed-fellow? But, confcience, confcience,"—

O, 'tis a tender place, and I muft leave her. [Exeunt

m

SCENE III. The ^een's Anti-chamber.

Enter Anne Bullen, and an old Lady. [es i

Ann, Not for that neither^ Here's thepang thatpinch-
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His highnefs having liv'd fo long with her ; and fiie

So good a lady, that no tongue could ever

Pronounce diflionour of her,— by my life,

She never knew harm-doing ;
— o, now, after

So many courfes of the fun enthroned,

Siill growing in a majefty and pomp,-" the which
To leave, '0 a thousand fold more bitter, than

'Tis fweet at firft to acquire,— after this prccefs

To give her the avant ! it is a pity

Would move a monfter.

o.L, Hearts of moft hard temper
Melt and lament for her.

O, God's will! much better,

She ne'er had known pomp: though't be temporal.

Yet, if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce

It from the bearer, 'tis a fufferance, panging

As foul and body's fevering.

0, L» Alas, poor lady I

She's ftranger now again.

Jnn. So much the more
Muft pity drop upon her: Verily,

I fwear, 'tis better to be lowly born,

And range with, humble livers in content.

Than to be perk'd up in a glillering grief.

And wear a golden forrow.

0. L. Our content

Is our beft having.

AuN^ By my troth, and maidenhead,

I would not be a queen.

0. L. Belhrevv me, 1 would,

And venture maidenhead for't; and fo would you.

For all this fpice of your hypocrify ;
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You, thnt have fo fair parts of wom.an on yoii^

Have too a woman's heart; which ever yet

Affeded eminence, wealth, fovereignty;

Which, to lay footh, are bleiTings : and which gifts

(Saving your mincing) the capacity

Of your foft cheveril confcience would receive.

If you might please to ftretch it.

Jnn, Nay, good troth,— [queen?

o.L. Yes, troth, and troth,— You would not be a

Jnn. No, not for all the riches under heaven, [me,

0. L. 'Tis ftrange; a three-pence bow'd now would hire

Old as I am, to queen it: But, I pray you.

What think you of a datcliefs? have you limbs

To bear that load of title ?

AhiN, No, in truth.

0. />. Tiien you are weakly made : Pluck off a little

;

I would not be a young count in your way.

For more than blufhing comes to: if your back
Cannot vciuchr.ife this burthen, 'tis too weak
Ever to get a boy.

//iVi^. How you do talk !

I fwear again, I would not be a queen

For all the world.

o,L. In faith, for little England

You'd venture an emballing: I myfelf

V/o'uld for Curnur-vonflnre^ although there 'long'd

No more to the crown but that. Lo, who comes here ?

Enter the Lord Q,\vo.Vix\:i^xVA'Ci,

Cha, Good morrow,]adies.What weft worth,to know
I'he fecret of your conference ?

Ai;ii. My good lord,

Not yoar demand ; it values not your afking

:
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Our miftrefs* forrows we were pitying.

Cha, It was a gentle businefs, and becoming
The adlion of good women : there is hope.

All will be well.

Jnn. Now I pray God, amen

!

Cha, You bear a gentle mind, and heavenly bleffings

Follow fuch creatures. That you may, fair lady,

Perceive I fpeak fincerely, and t|)at high note's

Ta*en of your many virtues, The king's majefly

Commends his good opinion of you, and
Does purpose honour to you no lefs flowing

Than marchionefs ofPembroke ; to which title

A thousand pound a year, annual fupport.

Out of his grace he adds.

Jnn, I do not know.
What kind of my obedience I Ihould tender;

More than my all is nothing : nor my prayers

Are not words duly hallow'd, nor my wifhes

More worth than empty vanities ; yet prayers, and wifhes.

Are all I can return, 'Befeech your lordfhip,

Vouchfafe to fpeak my thanks, and my obedience.

As from a blufhing handmaid, to his highniefs j

Whose health, and royalty, I pray for.

Cha, Lady,

I fhall not fail to approve the fair conceit.

The king hath of you. " I have perus'd her well

Beauty and honour in her are fo mingl'd,"

That they have caught the king : And who knows yet,"
*' But from this lady may proceed a jem,"
To lighten all this ifle?" Til to the king.

And fay, I fpoke with you.

Ann. My honoured lord,— [Exit Chamberlain.

of you, to you j an4
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0, L. Why, this It is ; fee, fee

!

I have been begging fixteen years in court,

(Am yet a courtier beggarly) nor could

Come pat betwixt too early and too late.

For any fuit of pounds : and you, (o fate i)

A very frefli fi{h here, (fie, fie upon
This compeird fortune !) have your mouth filfd up.

Before you open it.

Jnn, This is ftrange to me.
0, L, How tafts it ? is it bitter ? forty pence, no

:

There was a lady once, ('tis an old ftory)

That would not be a queen, that would fhe not.

For all the mud in Egypt', Have you heard it ?

Jnn, Come, you are pleasant.

0, Z. With your theme, I could

O'er-mount the lark. The marchionefs of Pemhreke !

A thousand pounds a year! for pure refped*

No other obligation* by my life.

That promises more thousands : Honour's train

Is longer than his fore-lkirt* By this time,

I know, your back will bear a dutchefs ; Say,

Are you not ftronger than you were ?

Jnn, Good lady,

Make yourfelf mirth with your particular fancy.

And leave me out on't. 'Would I had no being,

If this falute my blood a jot; it faints me.
To think what follows.

The queen is comfortlefs, and we forgetful

In our long abfence : Pray, do not deliver.

What here you have heard, to her.

0, L, What do you think of me ? \Ex8unt.
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SCENE IV. J Ha/I i^Bhck-frhrs,

Trumpets f &C. Eiiter tuco Vergersy ivith Jhort

Jil'ver Wands \ 7iext them^ tnvo Scribes, in the Habit

of Doctors', after them, the Bijhops o/'IiiNCOLN,

Ely, Rochefter, and Saint Afaph ; after them,

the Arch-bijhop of Canterbury, alone.

Flourijh, and Enter a Gentienian^ bearing

the Purfe ^ith the great SeaU and a CardinaVs Hat ;

then-, tnjjo Priejis, bearing each afiver Crofs ; then, a
Gentleman^ujher, bare-headed^ accompany^d njoith

a Serjeatit at Arms ; then, tnjoo Gentlemen, bearing

tnjoo greatfl<ver Pillars ; after them. Side by Side-,

the i^duo Cardinals, Wo L s E y , and Campeius.
The Cardinals take their Seats up07i Benches prepard

fof them in the Front ; the Bijhops, theirs on each Side ;

belo<w them, the Scribes ; Cryer, and other Oficersy

fanding in conuenient Order about the Court.

Flourifi, Enter the King,

and his Train ^ and takes his Seat u?ider a State

upon the right Hand: then. Enter the Queen, and
her Train, and takes hers under another State

upon the Icji. The Court rises upon the Entry

of the King and ^een ; ivho feated, they

arefeated likenxnse,

WoL, Wliilft our commiflion from Rome is read,

Let filence be commanded.
Kin. What's the need ?

It hath already puhlickly been read,

And on all fides the authority allowed;

You may then fpare that time.
?

WoL . Be it fo : — Proceed,



Henry V in. 4S

Scr, Say, Henry, king of England, come into the

court.

Cry. Henry king of England, See.

Kin, Here.

Scr, Say, Catherine, queen of England, come into

the court.

Cry, Catherine, queen of England, &c.

[Queen rises ; goes about the Court toward
the King* s Chair, and kneels at his Feet.

^e. Sir, I desire you, do me right and juilice ;

And to beftow your pity on me : for

I am a raoft poor woman, and a ftranger.

Born out of your dominions ; having here

No judge indifferent, nor no more afFurance

Of equal friendihip and proceeding. Alas, fir.

In what have I offended you ? what cause

Hath my behaviour given to your difpleasure.

That thus you (hould proceed to put me off

And take your good grace from me? Heaven witnefs,

I have been to you a true and humble wife.

At all times to your will conformable

:

Ever in fear to kindle your diflike,

Yea, fubjedl to your countenance ; glad, or forry.

As I faw it inclined
, When was the hour,

1 ever contradifted your desire

;

Or made it not mine too ? Or which of your friends

Have I not ftrove to love, although I knew
He were mine enemy ? what friend of mine.
That had to him deriv'd your anger, did I

Continue in my liking ? nay, gave notice.

He was from thence difcharg'd. Sir, call to mind.
That 1 have been your wife, in this obedience.

Vol, VIL M
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Upward of twenty years, and have been bieff

With many children by you : If, in the courfe

And procefs of this time, you can report,

And prove it too, againft mine honour ought.

My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty

Againfl your facred perfon. In God's name.
Turn me away ; and let the fouPft contempt
Shut door upon me, and fo give me up
To the fharpeft kind of juftice. Please you, fir.

The king, your father, was reputed for

A prince moft prudent, of an excellent

And unmatch'd wit and judgment; Ferdinandy

My father, king of Spain, was reckon'd one

The wiseft prince, that there had reign'd by many
A year before : it is not to be queftion'd.

That they had gathered a wise council to them
Of every realm, that did debate this businefs.

Who deem'd our marriage lawful : Wherefore I humbly
Bdeech you, fir, to fpare me, 'till I may
Be by my friends in Spai7i advis'd ; whose counfel

I will implore : If not 5 i'the name of God,
Your pleasure be fulfill'd.

WoL. You have here, lady,

(And of your choice) these reverend fathers ; men
Of fmgular integrity, and learning,

Yea, the ele6l o'the land, who are afiembl'd

To plead your cause : It fhall be therefore bootlefs.

That longer you defer the court ; as well

For your own quiet, as to reftify

What is unfettrd in the king.

Cam. His grace

Hath fpolcen well, and juftly : Therefore, madam.

delire the
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It's fit this royal feffion do proceed

;

And that, without delay, their arguments

Be now produced, and heard.

^e. Lord cardinal,

—

To you I fpeak :

^oi. Your pleasure, madam?
^e. Sir,

I am about to weep; but, thinking that

We are a queen, (or long have dreamed fo) certain,

The daughter of a king, my drops of tears

rU turn to fparks of fire.

WoL, Be patient yet.

I will, when you are humble ; nay, before,

Or God will puniih me. I do believe,

Induc'd by potent circumftances, that

You are mine enemy ; and make my challenge.

You (hall not be my judge : for it is you
Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me, —
Which God's dew quench ! Therefore, I fay again,

I utterly abhor, yea, from my foul

Refuse you for my judge ; whom, yet once more,

I hold my moil malicious foe, and think not

At all a friend to truth,

WoL, I do profefs.

You fpeak not like yourfelf ; who ever yet

Have flood to charity, and difplay'd the efFedls

Of difposition gentle, and of wisdom
O'er-topping woman's power. Madam ,you domewrong

:

I have no fpleen againft you ; nor injuftice

For you, or any : how far I have proceeded,

Or how far further ihall, is warranted

By a commiflion from the confiftory.

M2
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Yea, the whole confitlory of Rome. You charge me.
That I have blown this coal : I do deny it

:

The king is present ; If it be known to him.

That I gainfay my deed, how may he wound.
And worthily, my falflioodr yea, as much
As you have done my truth : "But if he know.
That I am free of your report, he knows,
I am not of your Vv'rong. Therefore in him.
It lies, to cure me; and the cure is, to

Remove these thoughts from you : The which before

His highnefs {hall fpeak in, I do befeech

You, gracious miadam, to unthink your /peaking.

And to fay fo no more.

My lord, my lord,

I am a iimple woman, much too weak [mouth'd;
To oppose your cunning. You are meek, and humble-
You fign your place and calling, in full feeming,

With meeknefs and humility: but your heart

Is cram'd with arrogancy, fpleen, and pride.

You have, by fortune, and his highnefs' favours,

Gone flightly o'er low fteps ; and now are mounted.
Where powers are your retainers: and your words,

Dcmefticks to you, ferve your will, as't please

Yourfelf pronounce their office. 1 muft tell you,

You tender more your perfon's honour, than

Your high profeffion fpiritual : That again

I do refuse you for my judge; and here.

Before you all, appeal unto the pope.

To bring my whole cause 'fore his holinefs.

And to bejudg'd by him. Uurtjies to the King, andisgchg.
Cam, I'he queen is obftinate.

Stubborn to jullice, apt to accuse it, and
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Dlfclalnful to be tryM by't ; 'tis not well.

She's going away.

Kin. Call her again.

Cry, Catherine^ queen, of England^ come into the

court.

g, U, Madam, you are call'd back.

i^e. What need you note it ? pray you, keep yourway

:

When you are caird, return. — Now the Lord help.

They vex me paft my patience I ^ pray you, pafs on :

J will not tarry ; no, nor ever more,

Upon this businefs, my appearance make
In any of their courts. [Exeunt Queen, andher Train,

Kin, Go thy ways, Kate :

That man i'the world, who (hall report he has

A better wife, let him in nought be trufled.

For fpeaking falfe in that : Thou art, alone,

(If thy rare qualities, fweet gentlenefs,

Thy meeknefs faint-like, wife-like governmen t,*"*.

Obeying in commanding, — and thy parts

Sovereign and pious elfe, could fpeak thee out)

The queen of earthly queens : — She's noble born ;

And, like her true nobility, ihe has

Carry'd herfelf towards me.
WoL, Moft gracious fir.

In humbled manner I require your highnefs,

That it fnall please you to declare, in hearing
Of all these ears, (for where I am rob'd, and bound,
There muft I be unloof*d ; although not there

At once and fully fatiffy'd) whether ever I

Did broach this businefs to your highnefs; or

Lay'd any fcruple in your way, which might
Induce you to the quellion on't? or ever

M 3
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Have to you,~but with thanks to God for fuch

A royal lady,— fpoke one the leaft word, might
Be to the prejudice of her present ftatc.

Or touch of her good perfon ?

Kin. My lord cardinal,

I do excuse you; yea, upon mine honour,

I free you from't. You are not to be taught

That you have many enemies, that know not
Why they are fo, but, like to village curs,

Bark when their fellows do : by ferae of these

The queen is put in anger. You are excus'd

:

But will you be more julHfy'd ? you ever

Have wifh'd the fleeping of this businefs; never

Desir'd it to be ftir'd ; but oft have hinder'd, oft^

The pafTages made toward it : — on my honour,

I fpeak my good lord cardinal to this point,

And thus far clear him. Now, what mov'd me to't,—

I will be bold with time, and your attention ; [to't:—
Then mark the inducement. Thus it came;— give heed
My confcience firft received a tendernefs, t

Scruple, and prick, on certain fpeeches utter'd

By the bifhop of Bayonne, then French ambafTadGT

;

Who had been hither fent on the debating

A marriage, 'twixt the duke of Orleans and

Our daughter M^ry ; I'the progrefs of this businefs^

Ere a determinate resolution, he

(J mean, the bifhop) did require a refpite ;

Wherein he might the king his lord advertise

Whether our daughter were legitimate,

Refpeding this our marriage with the dowager.

Sometime our brother's wife. This refpite (hook

The bosom of my confcience, enter'd me.

* word that might And Mar- 3 1 Sometimst



Henry VIIL

Yea, with a fpHtting power, and made to tremble

The region of my breaft ; which forc'd fuch way.

That many maz'd confiderings did throng

And prefT'd in with this caution. Firft, methought,
I flood not in the fmile of heaven ; who had

Commanded nature, that my lady's womb.
If it conceived a male child by me, fhould

Do no more offices of life to't, than

The grave does to the dead : for her male iffue

Or dy'd where they were made, or fhortly after

This world had air'd them : Hence I took a thought,

This was a judgment on me; that my kingdom.
Well worthy the bell heir o* the world, fhould not

Be gladded in't by me: Then follows, that

I weigh'd the danger which my realms flood in

By this my ifTue's fail ; and that gave to me
Many a groaning throw. Thus hulling in

The wild fea of my confcience, I did fleer

Toward this remedy, whereupon we are

Now present here together ; that's to fay,

I meant to rectify my confcience,— which
I then did feel full fick, and yet not well,—

By all the reverend fathers of the land.

And do6lors learn'd— Firfl, [ began in private

With you, my lord of Lincoln-, you remember
How under my oppreffion 1 did reek.

When 1 firft mov*d you.

Lin, Very well, my liege.

Kin. I have fpoke long ; be pleas'd yourfelf to fay

How far you fatiffy'd me.
LiN. So please your highnefs,

The queflion did at firfl fo flagger me,—

M4.
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Bearing a {late of mighty moment in't,

And confequence of dread,— that I committed
The daring'ft counfel, which T had, to doubt j.

And did entreat your highnefs to this courfe,

Which you are running here.

Kin. I then mov'd yoa.

My lord of Canterbury ; and got your leave

To make this present fummons : — Unfolicited

I left no reverend perfon in this court

;

But bv particular confent proceeded.

Under your hands and feals. Therefore, go on;
For no dillike i'the world againft the perfon

Of our good queen, but the fharp thorny points

Of my alledged reasons, drives this forward ;

Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life.

And kin£'^y dignity, we are contented

To wear our mortal flate to come, with her,

Catherine our queen, before the primed creature

That's paragon'd o'the world.

Cam, S,o please your highnefs,

The queen being abfent, 'tis a needful fitnels

That we adjourn this court 'till further day :

Mean while mud be an earneft motion

Made to the queen, to call back her appeal

She intends unto his holinefs.

Kin, I may perceive,"

These cardinals trifle with me : T abhor"
*« This dilatory floth, and tricks of Rome'^

My learn'd and well-beloved fervant, Cranmer,"^*

«« Pr'ythee, return 1 with thy approach, I know,"
My comfort comes along."— Break up the court;

I fay, fet On* \^Exeunti in Manner as they enter"*d.
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AC rill.
S CENE I. A Room in the ^een\ Apartment.

Queen, and certain of her Womeni at Work.

[troubles

Take thy lute, wench : my foul grows fad with

Sing, and difperfe them, if thoa can'fl : leave working.
SONG.

Orpheus woith his lute made trees-,

and the mountain tops, thatfreeze^

bo^ themfel'ves, ^hen he didJing :

to his musick, plants, andJlo^ersy
e'ver Jpritng ; asfun, andJ]:?o^ers^

there had made a lajling fpring.

ir. St.

E'very thing that heard him play^

e'en the hillo'ws of the fea,

hung their heads, and then lay by*

In f<iveet musick is Juch art ;

killing care, and grief of hearty

fall afleepj or, hearing, dye.

Enter a Gentleman.
^e. How now?
Gen. An't please your grace, the two great cardinals

Wait in the presence.

^e. Would they fpeak with me?
Gen. They willM me fay fo, madam,
^e. Pray their graces

To come near. [£Ar/>Gen.] What can be their busineB
With me, a poor weak woman, fain from favour?

I do not like their coming, now I think on't..
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They fhould be good men ; their affairs are righteous :

But, All hoods make not monks.
£«/^rWoLSEy, i^WCampeius,

WoL, Peace to your highnefs !

^e. Your graces find me here part of a huswife,

(I would be all) againft the worll may happen :

What are your pleasures with me, reverend lords ?

WoL, May it please you, noble madam, to withdraw
Into your private chamber, we fhall give you
The full cause of our coming.
^e. Speak it here ;

There's nothing I have done yet, o'my confcience,

Deserves a corner: 'Would all other women
Could fpeak this with as free a foul as I do I

My lords, I care not, (fo much I am happy
Above a number) if my anions

Were try'd by every tongue, every eye faw 'em.

Envy and bafe opinion fet againft 'em,

I know my life fo even : If your businefs

Seek me out, and that way I am wise in.

Out with it boldly; Truth loves open dealing.

WoL, Tanta eji erga te mentis integritas^ Regina fere-

^e. O, good my lord, no Latin ;

I am not fuch a truant fince my coming,
As net to know the language I have liv'd in : [ous

;

A llrange tongue makes my cause more ftrange, fufpici-

Pray, fpeak in Englip : here are fome will thank you.

If you fpeak truth, for their poor miftrefs' fake ;

Eelieve me, (he has had much wrong : Lord cardinal.

The vvilling'ft fin I ever yet committed,

May be absoiv'd in Englijh.
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WoL. Noble lady,^

I am forry, my integrity Ihould breed

(And fervice to his majefty and you)

So deep fufpicion, where all faith was meant.

We come not by the way of accusation.

To taint that honour every good tongue blefles

;

Nor to betray you any way to forrow

;

You have too much, good lady: but to know
How you ftand minded in the weighty difference

Between the king and you ; and to deliver.

Like free and honeft men, our juft opinions.

And comforts to your cause.

Cj^m. Moft honour'd madam.
My lord of l^r.^,— out of his noble nature,

Zeal and obedience he ftill bore your grace

;

Forgetting (like a good man) your late cenfure

Both of his truth and him, (which was too far)-^

Offers, as I do, in a iign of peace.

His fervice, and his counfel.

^e. To betray me.".-
My lords, I thank you both for your good wills,

Ye fpeak like honeft men, (pray God, ye prove fo !)

But how to make ye fuddenly an anfwer,

In fuch a point of weight, fo near mine honour,
(More near my life, I fear) with my weak wit,

And to fuch men of gravity and learning.

In truth, I know not. I was fet at work
Among my maids ; full little, God knows, looking
Either for fuch men, or fuch businefs

:

For her fake that I have been, (for I feel

The laft fit of my greatnefs) good your graces.

Let me have time, and counfel, for my cause

;
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Alas, I am a woman, fnendlefs, hopelefs. [fears;

WoL, Madam, you wroog the king's love vvich these

Yoar hopes and friends are infinite.

^ie. jn England!

But little for my profit: Can you think, lords.

That any Englijhman dr^re gi ve me counfel ?

Or be a known friend, 'gainfl his highnefs' pleasure,

(Thocgh he be grown fo defperate to be honeft)

^r.d live a fubjed r Nay. forfooth, my friends.

They that muft weigh out my afflictions.

They that my truil muft grow to, live not here;

They are, as all my other comforts, far hence.

In mine own country, lords.

Cam. I would, your grace

Would leave your griefs, and take my counfel.

How, fir?

Cam, Put your main cause into the king's proteSion ;

He's loving, and moft gracious : 'twili be much
Both for your honour better, and your cause;

For, if the trial of the law o*er-take you.

You'll part away difgrac'd.

WoL, He tells you rightly.

Ye tell me what ye wifh for both, my ruin :

Is this your chriftian counfel? out upon ye!

Heaven is above all yet; there fits a judge.

That nn King can corrupt.

C^M, Your rage miilakes us.

Slue. The more fhame for ye : holy men I thought ye.

Upon my foul, two reverend cardinal virtues ;

Eat cardinal fins, and hollow hearts, I fear ye :

Mend 'em for (hame, my lords. Js this your comfort ?

The cordial that ye bring a wretched lady \



Henry Vllt 57

A woman loft among ye, laugh'd at, fcorn'd?

1 will not Willi ye half my miseries,

I have more charity ; But fay, [ warn'd ye ;

Take heed, for heaven's fake, take heed, left at once

.The burthen of my forrows fall upon ye.

JVoL. Madam, this is a meer diHradion;

You turn the good we offer into envy,

^ue. Ye turn me into nothing ; Woe upon ye.

And all fuch falfe profe/Tors ! Would you have me
([f you have any juftice, any pity;

If you be any thing but churchmen's habits)

Put my fick cause into his hands that hates me?
Alas, he has banidi'd me his bed already;

His love, too long ago : I am old, my lords.

And all the fellowfhip I hold now with him
Is only my obedience. What can happen
To me, above this wretchednefs ? all your ftudies

Make me a curfe like this.

Cam. Your fears are worfe.

.^e. Have I liv'd thus long (let me fpeak myfelf.

Since virtue finds no friends) a wife, a true one ?

A woman (I dare fay, without vain-glory)

Never yet branded with fufpicion ?

Have 1 with all my full afFeftions

Still met the king ? lov'd him next heaven ? obey'd him
Been, out of fondnefs, fuperftitious to him ?

Almoft forgot my prayers, to content him ?

And am 1 thus rewarded ? 'tis not well, lords.

Bring me a conftant woman to her husband.
One that ne'er dream'd a joy beyond Ms pleasure

;

And to that woman, when fhe has done moft.

Yet will I add an honour,— a great patience.
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^01. Madam, you wander from the good we aim at,

^ie. My lord, I dare not make myfeif fo guilty.

To give up willingly that noble title

Your mailer wed me to : nothing but death

Shall e'er divorce my dignities.

IFoL. Pray, hear me.
'Would I had never trod this Englljh earth.

Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it !

Ye have angels' faces, but heaven knows your hearts,

XVhat will become of me now, wretched lady r

I am the moft unhappy woman living.—
Alas, poor wenches, where are now your fortunes ?

Shipwrecked upon a kingdom, where no pity.

No friends, no hope ; no kindred weep for. me,
Almoii, no grave allow'd me : — Like the lilly,

That once was miilrefs of the field, and iiouriih'd,

ril hang my head, and perifh.

WoL, If your grace

Could but be brought to know our ends are honeft.

You'd feel more comfort : Why fhould we, good lady.

Upon what cause, wrong you ? alas, our places.

The way of cur profelTion is againft it;

We are to cure fuch forrows, not to fow 'em.

For goodnefs' fake, coniider what you do;

How you may hurt yourfelf, ay, utterly

Grow from the king's acquaintance, by this carriage

:

The hearts of princes kifs obedience.

So much they love it ; but, to ftubborn fpirits.

They fwell, and grow as terrible as ftorms.

I know, you have a gentle, noble, temper,

A foul as even as a calm ; Pray, think us

Those we profefs, peace-makers, friends, and fervant*.
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Cjm, Madam, you'll find it fo. Youwrong yourvirtues
With these weak women's fears : A noble fpirit.

As yours was put into you, ever cafts

Such doubts, as falfe coin, from it. The king loves you;

Beware, you lose it not : For us, if you please

To trull: us in your businefs, we are ready

To use our utmoft ftudies in your fervice, [me,

^e. Do what ye will, my lords : And, pray, forgive

If I have us'd mylelf unmannerly

;

You know, I am a woman, lacking wit

To make a feemly anfwer to fuch perfons.

Pray, do my fervice to his majefty

:

He has my heart yet ; and fhall have my prayers.

While I fhall have my life. Come, reverend fathers^

Bellow your counfels on me : ftie now begs.

That little thought, when fhe fet footing here.

She fhould have bought her dignities fo dear. [Exeunf*

SCENE II. J Rooman the Ktn£s Apartment,

Enter the Dukes of I^oktoly:. and Suffolk, the

Earl o/" Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain.

Nor, If you will now unite in your complaints.

And force them with a conftancy, the cardinal

Cannot ftand under them : If you omit
The offer of this time, I cannot promise.

But that you fhall fuflain more new difgraces.

With these^you bear already.

^UK, I am joyful

To meet the leaft occasion, that may give me
Remembrance of my father-in-law, the duke.
To be reveng'd on him.

SvF. Which of the peers
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Have uncontemnM gone by him, or at leaft

Strangely neglcded r when did he regard

The (lamp of noblenefs in any perfon.

Out of himfelf?

Cha. My lords, you fpeak your pleasures

:

What he deserves of you and me, 1 know

;

What we can do to him, (though now the time

Gives way to us) I much fear. If you cannot

Bar his accefs to the king, never attempt

Any thing on him ; for he hath a witchcraft

Over the king in his tongue.

A'o/?. O, fear him not;

His fpell in that is out: the king hath found

Matter againfl him, that for ever mars

The honey of his language. No, he's fettl'd.

Not to come off, in his difpleasure.

SuR, Sir,

I fhould be glad to hear fuch news as this

Once every hour.

Nor, Believe it, this is true.

In the divorce, his contrary proceedings

Are all unfolded ; wherein he appears,

As I would wi(h mine enemy.
^VR. How came

His practices to light ?

Sv¥ , Moft flrangely.

^UR. O, how, how ?
^

^VF, The cardinal's letters to the pope mifcarryM,

And came to the eye o'the king : wherein was read.

How that the cardinal did entreat his holinefs

To fiay the judgment o'the divorce ; For if

It did take place, I co^ quoth he,

-
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My king ts tdngPd in afftSiion to

A creature of the queen s, lady Anne Bullen.

SuR, Has the king this?

SvF, Believe it.

SuR, Will this work?
Cha. The king in this perceives him, how he coafts,

And hedges, his own way But in this point

All his tricks founder, and he brings his physick

After his patient's death ; the king already

Hath marry'd the fair lady.

SuR. 'Would he had!

SuF. May you be happy in your wifh, my lord;

For, I profefs, you have it.

SuR. Now all my joy

Trace the conjunction I

SuF, My amen to't.

Nor, All men's.

SuF, There's order given for her coronation :

Marry, this is yet but young, and may be left

To fome ears unrecounted. — But, my lords.

She is a gallant creature, and compleat

In mind and feature: I perfuade me, from her

Will fall fome blefling to this land, which ftiall

In it be memoriz'd.

SuR, But, will the king
Digeft this letter of the cardinal's ? .

The lord forbid !

Nor, Marry, amen!
SuF, No, no;

There be more wafps that buz about his nose,

Will make this fting the fooner. Cardinal Campeius

Is Holen away to Rome ; hath ta'en no leave

;

VoL.VIL N
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Has left the caufe o'the king unhandl'd ; and
Is potted, as the agent of our cardinal.

To fecond all his plot. I do afiure you.

The king cry'd, ha! at this.

Cha, Now, God incenfe him.

And let him cry, ha, louder 1

Nor. But, my lord,

When returns Cranmer?
SuF, He is returned, in his opinions; which

Have fatiffy'd the king for his divorce.

Together with all famous colledges

Almoft in chriftendom : fhortly, I believe,

His fecond marriage fliall be publifli'd, and
Her coronation. Catherine no more
Shall be call'd, queen ; but princefs dowager.

And widow to prince Arthur,

Nor* This fame Cranmer'

s

A worthy fellow, and hath ta'en much paiti

In the king's businefs.

^u¥. He has ; and we lhall fee him,

For it, an arch-bifhop.

Nor, So I hear.

iSe;f. 'Tis fo.

The cardinal—
Enter^ at a dijiant Part of the Roomf

WoLSEY, and Cromwel.
Nor, Observe, observe, he's moody.
JVoL, The packet, Cromnjoel^

Gave't you the king.^

Cro, To his own hand, in his bed-chamber*
WoL. Look'd he o'the infide of the paper?

Cro. Presently
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He did unfeal them : and the firlt he view'd.

He did it with a ferious mind; a heed

Was in his countenance : You, mg lorli, he bad

Attend him here this mornings

WoL. Is he ready

To come abroad ?

Cro. I think, by this he is*

WoL, Leave me a while.—* [Exit Cromwel.
It fhall be to the dutchefs Alenson^

The French king's filler: he lhall marry her.-^

AnmBullenl No; FIl no Anne Bullens for him;
There's more in't than fmr visage.-—Bu/Ien

/

No, we'll no Bullens.— Speedily I wifh

To hear from Rome,--'T\\e. marchionefs o{Pembroke !

Nor. He's difcontented.

SuF, Maybe, he hears the king

Does whet his anger to him.

SuR. Sharp enough,

Lord, for thy juilice ! [daughter!

WoL, The late queen's gentlewoman; a knight's

To be her miftrefs' millrefs ; the queen's queen \

This candle burns not clear: ^tis J muft fnufF it;

Then, out it goes. What though I know her vertuous.

And well deserving ? yet T know her for

A fpleeny lutheran ; and not wholefome to

Our cause, that Ibe fhould lye i'the bosom of
Our hard-rui'd king. Again, there is fprung up
An heretick, an arch one, Cranmer; one
Hath crawl'd into the favour of the king.

And is his oracle.

Nor. He is vex'd at fomething. [ftring,

SuR. I would, 'twere fomething that would fret the

N z
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The mafter cord oPs heart.

EnUr King, turning o'verfeme Papers',

Sir Thomas Lovel attending,

SuF* The king, the king.

Kin, What piles of wealth hath he accumulated
To his own portion! and what expence by the hour
Seems to flow from him! How, i'the name of thriftr

Does he rake this together ! —Now, my lords;

Saw you the cardinal r

Nor. My lord, we have

Stood here observing him : Some ftrange commotion
Is in his brain: he bites his lip, and ftarts;

Stops on a fudden, looks upon the ground.

Then, lays his finger on his temple; ftraight.

Springs out into fail: gait; then, ftops again,

Strikes his breaft hard; and t{?en, anon, he cafts

His eye againft the moon : in moll Urange poilures^

We have feen him fct himfelf.

Kin. It may well be ;

There is a mutiny in's mind. This morning
Papers of ftate he fent me to peruse,

As I required ; And, wot you, what I found

There; on my confcience, put unwitxingly

Forfooth, an inventory, thus importing,

—

The feveral parcels of his plate, his treasure,

Rich fluffs, and ornaments of houfhold ; which«

I find at fuch proud rate, that it out-fpeaks

PosselTion of a fubjedl.

Nor. It's heaven's will;

Some fpirit put this paper in the packet.

To blefs your eye withal.

Kin. If we did think,^^
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His contemplations were above the earth,

And fix'd on fpiritual objedl, he fhould ftill

Dwell in his musings ; but, I am afraid,

His thinkings are below the moon, not worth

His ferious confidering. [^takes his Seat; and nvhlfpers

Lovel, i.K)ho gaes to the CardinaL

Wot, Heaven forgive me! —
Ever God blefs your highnefs I

Kin. Good my lord.

You are full of heavenly ftulF, and bear the inventory

Of your bell: graces in your mind ; the which

You were now rnnning o'er: you have fcarce time

To Ileal from fpiritual leisure a brief fpan,

To keep your- earthly audit : Sure, in that

I deem you an ill husband ; and am glad

To have you therein my companion.

WoL, Sir,

For holy offices I have a time ; a time.

To think upon the part of businefs, which
I bear i' the ftate ; and nature does require

Her times of preservation, which, perforce,

J her frail fbn, amongft my brethren mortal,

Muft give my tendance to.

Kin, You have faid well.

Wot, And ever may your highnefs yoke together.

As I will lend you cause, my doing well

With my well faying.

Kin, 'Tis well faid again ;

And 'tis a kind of good deed, to (ay well

:

And yet words are no deeds. My father lov'd you;
He faid, he did ; and with his deed did crown
His word upon you. Since .1 had my office,

N 3
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I have kept you next my heart ; have not alone
Employ 'd you where high profits might come homCj^
But par'd my present havings, to beftow

My bounties upon you.

Woi, What fhould this mean?"
SuR. The lord increafe this businefs

Kin, Have 1 not made you
The prime man of the ftate? I pray you, tell me.
If what I now pronounce you have found true

:

And, if you may confefs it, fay withal.

If you are bound to us, or no. What fay you ?

IVoL, My fovereign, I confefs, your royal gracer^

Shower'd on me daily, have been more, than could

My fludy'd purposes requite; which went

Beyond all man's endeavours: my endeavours

Have ever come too ftiort of my desires

;

Yet fiU'd with my abilities: Mine own ends

Have been mine fo, that evermore they pointed

To the good of your moft facred perfon, and

The profit of the ftate. For your great graces

Heap'd upon me, poor undeserver, I

Can nothing render but allegiant thanks;

My prayers to heav'n for you ; my loyalty.

Which ever has, and ever fhall be growing,

'Till death, that winter, kill it.

Kin, Fairly anfvver'd ;

A loyal and obedient fubjeft is

Therein iliuftrated: the honour of it

Does pay the a6l of it ; as, i' the contrary,

The foulnefs is the punilhment. I presume,

That, as my hand has open'd bounty to you,

My heart drop'd love, my pow'r rain'd honour, more
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On you, tlian any; fo your hand, and heart.

Your brain, and every fundlion of your power.

Should, notwithftanding that your bond of duty,

^4s 'twere in love's particular, be more
To me, your friend, than any.

WoL, I do profefs.

That for your highnefs' good I ever laboured

More than mine own; that am, have, and will be.

Though all the world fhould crack their duty to you,

And throw it from their foul; though perils did

Abound as thick as thought could make 'em, and
Appear in forms more horrid ; yet my duty,

As doth a rock againll: the chiding flood,

Should the approach of this wild river break.

And ftand unfhaken yours.

Kin. 'Tis nobly fpoken :

Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breaft.

For you have feen him open't Read o'er
"f"

this;

And, after, ^ this : and then to breakfaft, with

What appetite you have.

[^Exit Yiingy frowning upon the Cardinal', the Nobles

throng after hitn^ fmiling, and ^hijpering,

WoL. What ftiould this mean ?

What fudden anger's this ? how have I reap'd it ?

He parted frowning from me, as if ruin

Leap'd from his eyes : So looks the chafed lion

Upon the daring huntsman, that has gall'd him ;

Then makes him nothing. I muft read this "]" paper;
I fear, the ftory of his anger. 'Tia fo;

This paper has undone me: 'Tis the account

Of all that world of wealth I have drawn together

For mine own ends; indeed, to gain the popedom,

N4
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And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence,

Fit for a fool to fall by! what crofs devil

Made me put this main fecret in the packet

I fent the king? Is there no way to cure this?

No new device to beat this from his brains ?

J know, 'twill ilir him llrongly ; Yet I know
A way, if it take right, in fpight of fortune

^

Will bring me off again. What's t\\h'X— To the PopeP
The letter, as I live, with all the businefs

I writ to his holinefs. Nay then, farewei 1

] have touched the higheft point of all my greatnefs;

And, from that full meridian of my glory,

I haiie now to my fetting : I (hall fall

Like a bright exhalation in the evening.

And no man fee me more.

Re-enter the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk, the

Earl o/' S u R R E Y , and the Lord Chamberlain

.

Nor, Hear the king's pleasure, cardinal: who com-
To render up the great feai presently [mands you
Into our hands; and to conjfine yourfelf

To EJher-\iO\i(t, my lord of IVincheJhr'Sy^

*Till you hear further from his highnefs.

^ox. Stay,

Where's your commiffion, lords? words cannot carry

Authority fo weighty.

SuF, Who dare crofs 'em ?

Bearing the king's will from his mouth expreffly ?

J^oi. 'Till I find more than will, or words, to do it^

(I mean, your m.alice) kaovy, officious lords,

I dare, and muil deny it. Now I feel

Of what bafe metal ye are molded, envy;

J-Jow eagerly ye follow my difgraces.

a I Afher
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As If it fed ye ? and how fleek and wanton
Ye appear in every thing may bring my rain ?

Follow your envious courfes, men of malice

;

You have chriftian warrant for 'em, and, no doubt.

In tinie will find their fit rewards. That feal.

You afk with fuch a violence, the king

(Mine, and your mafter) with his own hand gave me:
Bad me enjoy it, with the place and honours.

During my life; and, to confirm his goodnefs,

Ty'd it by letters patents : Now, who'll take it f

SuR . The king, that gave it.

l^OL. It muil be himfeif then.

SuR. Thou'rt a proud traitor, prieft.

J^OL. Proud lord, thou ly'il:;

Within these forty hours Surrey durft better

Have burnt that tongue, than faid fo.

SuR . Thy ambition.

Thou fcarlet fin, rob'd this bewailing land

Of noble Buckingham^ my father-in-law:

The heads of ^11 thy brother cardinals,

(With thee, and all thy beft parts bound together)

W^eigh'd not a hair of his. Plague of your policy !

You fent me deputy for Ireland

\

Far from his fuccour, from the king, from all

That might have mercy on the fault thou gav'il him j

Whilft your great goodnefs, out of holy pity,

Absolv'd him with an axe.

WoL, This, and all elfe

This talking lord can lay upon my credit,

J anfvver, is moil falfe. The duke by law
Found his deserts : how innocent I was
jfrom any private malice in his end^
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His noble jury and foul cause can witnefs.

If I lov'd many words, lord, I fhould tell you,

You have as little honefty as honour

;

That 3f) i' the way of loyalty and truth

Toward the king, my ever-royal mafter.

Dare mate a founder man than Surrey can be.

And all that love his follies.

SuR, By my foul,

Your long coat, prieft, protedls you ; thou fhould 'ft feel

My fword i' the life-blood of thee elfe—My lords.

Can ye endure to hear this arrogance ?

And from this fellow ? If we live thus tamely.

To be thus jaded by a piece of fcarlet,

Farewel nobility ; let his grace go forward.

And dare us with his cap, like larks.

WoL. All goodnefs

Is poison to thy ftomach.

SuR, Yes, that goodnefs

Of gleaning all the land's wealth into one,

Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion;

The goodnefs of your intercepted packets,

You writ to the pope, againft the king : your goodnefs.

Since you provoke me, lhall be moft notorious.—

My lord of Norfolk 2ls you are truly noble,

As you refpe6l the common good, the flate

Of our defpis'd nobility, our ifTues,

Who, if he live, will fcarce be gentlemen,-^

Produce the grand fum of his fins, the articles

Colledled from his life : —.I'll ftartle you

Worfe than the facring bell, when the brown wench

Lay killing in your arms, lord cardinal.

iVoL. How much, methinks, I could defpise this man.
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But that I am bound In charity agamft It.

Nor. Those articles, my lord, are in the king's hand

;

But, thus much, they are foul ones.

ff^oL, So much fairer,

And fpotlefs, fhall mine innocence arise.

When the king knows my truth.

SuR. This cannot fave you :

I thank my memory, I yet remember
Some of these articles ; and out they fhall.

Now, if you can blulh, and cry guilty, cardinal.

You'll (hew a little honefty.

^OL. Speak on, fir;

I dare your worft objedions : if I blufh,

It is, to fee a nobleman want manners. [you.

SuR . I had rather want those, than my head. Have at

Firft, that, without the king's afTent, or knowledge.

You wrought to be a legate ; by which power
You maim'd the jurifdidion of all bifhops.

Nor. Then, that, in all you writ to Romey or elfe

To foreign princes, Ego £ff Rex mem
Was ftill infcrib'd ; in which you brought the king

To be your fervant.

SuF . Then, that, without the knowledge
Either of king or council, when you went
Ambaffador to the emperor, you made bold

To carry into Flanders tlie great feal.

SuR, Item, you fent a large commiffion
To Gregory de Caffalis, to conclude.

Without the king's will, or the flate's allowance,

A league between his highnefs and Ferrara.

SuF, That, out of meer ambition, you have caus'd

Your holy hat to be ilampt on the king's coin.

^8 Cafilido
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SuR . Then, that you have fent innumerable fubftance,

(By what means got, I leave to your own confcience)

To furnifh Rome, and to prepare the ways
You have for dignities ; to the meer undoing
Of all the kingdom. Many more there are;

V/hich, fince they are of you, and odious,

I will not tain-t my mouth with.

C^a. O my lord,

Prefs not a falling man too far ; 'tis virtue

:

His faults lye open to the laws ; let them.

Not you, corred him. My heart weeps to fee him
So little of his great felf.

SuR, I forgive him,

SuF, Lord cardinal, the king's further pleasure is,'^

Because all those things, you have done of late

By your power legatine within this kingdom.
Fall into the compafs of a Pramunirer^
That therefore fuch a writ be fu'd againft you

;

To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements,

Caftles, and whatfoever, and to be

Out of the king's proteftion : This is my charge.

I^QR, And fo we'll leave you to your meditations

How to live better. For your ftubborn anfwer.

About the giving back the great feal to us.

The king ftiall know it, and, no doubt, ftiall thank you.

So fare you well, my little good lord cardinal.

\Exeunt Nobles.

Wot. So farewel to the little good you bear me.
Farewel, a long farewel, to all my great nefs

!

This is the Hate of man ; To-.day he puts forth

The tender leaves of hopes, to -morrow blolToms,

And be^rs his blulhing honours thick upon him

:

i6 Legative
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The tKird day, comes a froft, a killing froft;

And,"- when he thinks, good easy man, full furely

His greatnefs is a ripening,— nips his root.

And then he falls, as I do. I have ventured,

Like little wanton boys that fwim on bladders.

These many fummers in a fea of glory

;

But far beyond my depth : my high-blown pride

At length broke under me ; and now has left mej^

Weary, and old with fervice, to the mercy
Of a rude ftream, that muft for ever hide me.

Vain pomp, and glory of this world, I hate ye;

I feel my heart new open'd: O, how wretched

Is that poor man, that hangs on princes' favours!

There is, betwixt that fmile he would afpire to.

That fweet afpe^l of princes, and their ruin,

More pangs and fears than wars or women have;

And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer

j

Never to hope again

—

Enter C R oMw E L , amazedly.

Why, how now, Cromnjoel?

Cro. I have no power to fpeak, fir.

IFoL, What^ amaz'd

At my miffortunes ? can thy fpirit wonder,

A great man ftipuld decline? Nay, an you weep^
I am fain indeed.

Cro, How does your grace?

^ToL. Why, well;

Never fo truly happy, my good CromiveL
I know myfelf now ; and I feel within me
A peace above all earthly dignities,

A ftill and quiet confcience. The king has cur'd me,
1 humbly thank his grace; and from these flioulders.

6 This 14 we
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These ruin'd pillars, out of pity, taken

A load would fink a navy, too much honour:
O, 'tis a burden, Cromn^vel, 'tis a burden.

Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven. [of it,

Cro, I am gladj your grace has made that right ufe*

WoL. I hope, I have: I am able now, methinks^

(Out of a fortitude of foul I feel)

To endure more miseries, and greater far.

Than my weak- hearted enemies dare offer.

What news abroad?

Cro, The heaviefl, and the worft.

Is your difpleasure with the king.

IVoL, God blefs him !

Cro. The next is, that fir Thomas More is chosen

Lord chancellor in your place.

M^oL, That*s fomewhat fudden :

But he's a learned man. May he continue

Long in his highnefs' favour, and do juftice

For truth's fake and his confcience ; that his bones.

When he has run his courfe, and fleeps in bleffings^

May have a tomb of orphans' tears wept on 'em.

What more ?

Cro. That Cranmer is return'd with welcome;^

Inftall'd lord arch-bifhop of Canterbury.

WoL. That's news indeed.

Cro. Laft, that the \2Ay AnnCy

Whom the king hath in fecrecy long raarry'd^

This day was view'd in open, as his queen.

Going to chapel ; and the voice is now
Only about her coronation. \Ct07n<i.i^el,

WoL. There was the weight that pull'd me down. O
The king has gone beyond me ; all my glories

*i on him
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In that one woman I have loft for ever:

No fun (hall ever uflier forth mine honours,

Or gild again the noble troops that waited

Upon my fmiles. Go, get thee from me, Cromnvel;

1 am a poor fain man, unworthy now
To be thy lord and mafter: Seek the king;

(That fun, I pray, may never fet!) I have told him
What, and how true thou art: he will advance thee

5

Some little memory of me will ftir him,

1 know his noble nature, not to let

Thy hopeful fervice perifh too : Good Cromnjoely

Negled him not ; make ufe now, and provide

For thine own future fafety.

Cro, O my lord,

Muft I then leave you? muft I needs forego

So goodj fo noble, and fo true a mafter ?_
Bear vvitnefs, all that have not hearts of iron,

With what a forrow Crom<wel leaves his lord.—
The king 111 all have my fervice ; but my prayers

For ever, and for ever, ftiall be yours.

IVoL, Crom^ely I did not think to Ihed a tear

In all my miseries; but thou haft forc'd me.
Out of thy honeft truth, to play the woman.
Let's dry our eyes : And thus far hear me, Cronnvel;

And,— when I am forgotten, as I ftiall be;

And fleep in dull cold marble, where no mention
Of me more muft be heard of,— fay, I taught thee.

Say, Woljey,-^ t\i?it once trod the ways of glory.

And founded all the depths and Ihoals of honour,—
Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise in ;

A fure and fafe one, though thy mafter miff'd it.

Mark but my fall, and that that ruin'd me.
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Crom^eh 1 charge thee, fling away ambition;

By that fln fell the angels. How can man then.

The image of his maker, hope to win by't ?

Love thyfelf laft: cherilh those hearts that hate thee

5

Corruption wins not more than honefty.

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace,

To fllence envious tongues. Be juft, and fear not: -

Let all the ends, thou aim'jft at^ be thy country's,

Thy God's, and truth's; then if thou fall'ft, o Cromwoel^

Thou fall'ft a blefTed martyr. Serve the king

;

And, pr'ythee, lead me in

:

There take an inventory of all I have,

To the laft penny; 'tis the king's : my robe.

And my integrity to heaven, is all

I dar€ now call mine own. O Crom^vjel, Cromnveh
Had I but ferv'd my God with half the zeal

I ferv'd my king, he would not in mine age

Have left me naked to mine enemies.

Cro. Good fir, have patience.

WoL. So I have. Farewel

The hopes of court! my hopes in heaven do dwell. [Ex,

JCTIV.
SCENE L J Street.

Enter tnxjo Gentlemen, meeting.

1. G. You are well met once again.

2. G. 9[nti fo are you.

1 . G. You come to take your ftand here, and behold

The lady Jnne pafs from her coronation ?

2. G. 'Tis all my businefs. At our laft encounter^
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The duke Buckingham came from his trial.

1. G. 'Tis very true: But that time offer'd forrow;

This, general joy.

2. G. 'Tis well : the citizens,

I am fure, have Ihewn at full their royal minds;

As, let 'em have their rights, they are ever forward

In celebration of this day with ihews.

Pageants, and fights of honour.

1 . G. Never greater.

Nor, ril afTure you, better taken, fir.

2. G. May I be bold to alk what that contains.

That "|~ paper in your hand ?

1, G. Yes; 'tis the lift

Of those, that claim their offices this day
By cuftom of the coronation.

The duke of Suffolk is the firft, and claims

To be high fteward ; next, the duke of Norfolk^

He to be earl marfhal : you may read the reft.

2. G. Ithankyou,fir;hadInotknown thesecuftoms,

I fhould have been beholding to your paper.

But, I befeech you, what's become of Catheriney

The princefs dowager? how goes her businefs?

I . G. That I can tell you too, fir* The arch-biftiop

Of Canterbury, accompany'd with other

Learned and reverend fathers of his order.

Held a late court at DunJiahUy fix miles off

From Ampthilly where the princefs lay ; to which
She was often cited by them, but appeared not

:

And, to be ftiort, for not appearance, and
The king's late fcruple, by the main afTent

Of all these learned men ihe was divorc'd.

And the late marriage made of none effect

:

VoL.VIL O
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Since which, fhe was removed to Kjmholionl

Where ihe remains now, fick.

2. G. Alas, good ladyl {Trumpets,

The trumpets iound : fland clofc, the queen is coming.

Order of the Procejjlon,

A timely FlouriJJj of Trumpets, Then, Enter

^

1 . /wo Judges,

2. Lord Chancellor, qjoith Purfe and Mace before him.

3 . Chorifersfinging . [ Mustek,

4. Mayor of London, hearing the Mace: then. Garter, iri

his Coat ofArms, on his Head a gilt copper Cron/jn,

5. Marquis DoY^Qt, hearing a Scepter of Gold, on his Head
a derni- Coronal of Gold: <with him, the Earl Surrey,

hearing fhe Rod ofSilver njoith the Dove, cro^uuned njjith

an EarPs Coronet. Collars of SS.

6. Duke of Suffolk, in his Robe of Ejlate, his Coronet

on his Head, bearing a long nvhite Wand, as High
Steward: ^ith him, the Duke of Norfolk,- ^ith the

Rod of Marjhaljhip, a Coronet on his Head. Collars

of SS,

7. A Canopy, horn by four of the Cinque- ports ; under

itJ the ^lueen, rob^d, in her Hair richly adorn d 'vjith

Pearl, cronjoiid: on each Side her, the Bijhops of Lon-
don WincheRer.

8. The old Dutchefs of Norfolk, in a Coronal of Gold

wrought <with Flouvers, bearing the ^een^s Train.

9. Certain Ladies, or Counteffes, ^ith plain Circlets of
Gold ^without Flowers,

2. G, A royal train, believe me. These I knowj^

Who's that, that bears the fcepter I

I Kymmalton
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1. G. Marqais Dorfet:

And that the earl of Surrey^ with the rod.

2. G. A bold brave gentleman. That ne;;t ftiould be

The duke of SuffoIL

1 . G. 'Tis the fame ; high fteward.

2. G. And that my lord of Norfolk^

1. G. Yes.

2. G. Heaven blefs thee!

Thou haft the fweeteft face I ever look'd on.—
Sir, as I have a foul, fhe is an angel

;

Our king has all the Indies in his arms,

And more, and richer, when he ftrains that lady:

I cannot blame his confcience^

1 . G. They that bear

The cloth of honour over her, are four barons

Of the Cinque-ports,

2. G. Those men are happy; and fo are all, are near

her.

I take it, fhe that carries up the train,

Is that old noble lady, dutchefs of Norfolk.

1. G. it is ; and all the reft are counteffes,

2. G. Their coronets fay fo. These are ftars, indeed;
And, fometimes, falling ones.

1. G. No more of that.

\Exit FroceJJion, A great Flourijh ofTyumpets.

Enter a third Gentleman.
2. G. God fave you, fir! anH where have you been

broiling ?

3. G. Among the croud i'the abbey; where a finger

Could not be wedg'd in more: I am ftiffled

With the meer ranknefs of their joy*

2. G. You faw

*4. V. Natt
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The ceremony ?

3. G. That I did.

!• G. How was it?

3. G. Well worth the feeing.

2. G. Good iir, fpeak it to us.

3. G. As well as i am able. The rich llreani

Of lords, and ladies, having brought the queen
To a prepar'd place in the choir, fell oiF

A diftance from her ; while her grace fat down
To reft a while, fome half an hour, or lb.

In a rich chair of ftate, opposing freely

The beauty of her perfon to the people.

Believe me, fir, fhe is the goodlieft woman
That ever lay by man : which when the people

Had the full view of, fuch a noise arose

As the fhrouds make at fea in a ftiJF tempeft.

As loud, and to as many tunes : Hats, cloaks,

(Doublets, I think) flew up ; and had their faces

Been loofe, this day they had been loft : Such joy

I never faw before. Great-belly^d women.
That had not half a week to go, like rams

In the old time of war, would lhake the preafe,

And make 'em reel before 'em. No man living

Could fay, nat is my nAjife, there ; all were woven
So ftrangely in one piece.

2, G. But, pra?, what follow'd ?

3. G. At length, her grace rose, and with modeft

paces

Came to the altar; where fhe kneel'd, and, faint-like,

Caft her fair eyes to heaven, and pray'd devoutly.

Then rose again, and bow'd her to the people

;

When by the arch-biftiop of Canterbury

*4 this Is
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She had all the royal makings of a queen

;

As holy oil, Ednvard confeffor's crown.

The rod, and bird of peace, and all fuch emblems
Lay*d nobly on her : which perform'd, the choir,

With all the choiceft musick of the kingdom.
Together fung Te Deum^ So Ihe parted,

And with the fame full ilate pac'd back again

To 2^ory('- place, where the feall is held.

1. G. ^ootJ fir,

You mull no more call it 21?^/!^-place, that's paft

:

For, fince the cardinal fell, that title's loH

;

'Tis now the king's, and call'd ~ WhitehalL

3. G. I know it

;

But 'tis fo lately alter'd, that the old name
Is frefh about me.

2. G. What two reverend bifhops

Were those, that went on each fide of the queen ?

3..G. Stokesly, and Gardiner; the one, of IVincheJler^

(Newly prefer'd from the king's fecretary)

The other, ZW<?;?.

2. G. He of Winchefter

Is held no great good lover of the arch-bifhop's.

The virtuous Cranjner.

3. G. All the land knows that

:

However, yet there is no great breach ; when it comes,

Cranmer will find a friend will not fhrink from him.
2. G. Who may that be, I pray you.

3 . G. l^homas CrQ7n<voel

;

A man in much efleem wi' the king, and truly

A worthy friend. The king has made him mafter

O' the jewel-houfe, and one o' the privy-council.

2. G. He will deserve more.

3» one already of

G3
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3. G. Yes, without all doubt.

Come, gentlemen, ye fhall go my way, which
Is to the court, and there lhall be my guefts

;

Something I can command. As I walk thither,

ril tell ye more.

I. 2. You may command us, fir. [Exeunt.

SCENE II. Kymbolton.
Room in one of the royal Seats.

Enter Catharine, Dowager, fick ; led between.

Griffith her gentleman- U/ber, and
Patience her Woman.

Gri, How does your grace ?

Or. O, Griffith, fick to death :

My legs, like loaded branches, bow to the earth.

Willing to leave their burthen : Reach a chair

;

So,
"f"

now, methinks, I feel a little ease.

Didil thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou led'ft me.
That the great child of honour, cardinal Wolfey^

Was dead ?

Gri. Yes, madam; but, T think, your grace.

Out of the pain you fufFer'd, gave no ear to 't.

CAt. Pr'ythee, good Griffith, tell me how he dy'd i

If well, he ftep'd before me, hapily.

For my example.

Gri. Well, the voice goes, madam.
For after the flout earl Northumberland

Arretted him at York, and brought him forward
(As a man forely tainted) to his anfwer,

He fell fick fuddenly, and grew fo ill

He could not fit his mule.

CAr. Alas, poor man

!

3 there ye fhaH
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Gri, At laft, with easy roads, he came to LeiceJIer,

Lodg'd in the abbey ; where the reverend abbot.

With all his convent, honourably receiv'd him

;

To whom he gave these words,— O father abbots

j^n old man, broken 'with theJiorms of/fate^

Is come to lay his ^eary bones amongye
'y

Git'e him a little earthfor charity-

So went to bed : where eagerly his ficknefs

Purfu'd him ftill ; and, three nights after this.

About the hour of eight, (which he himfelf

Foretold, fhould be his lall) full of repentance.

Continual meditations, tears, and forrows.

He gave his honours to the world again,

His blefTed part to heaven, and flept in peace.

Cat. So may he reft; his faults lye gently on him
Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to fpeak him,
And yet with charity,"^ He was a man
Of an unbounded ftomack, ever ranking

Himfelf with princes ; one, that by fuggeftion

Tyth'd all the kingdom : fmiony was fair play

;

His own opinion was his law : T the presence

He would fay untruths ; and be ever double,

Both in his words and meaning : He was never.

But where he meant to ruin, pitiful

:

His promises were, as he then was, mighty

;

But his performance, as he is now, nothing,

Of his own body he was ill, and gave

The clergy ill example.

Gri. Noble madam,
Men's evil manners live in brafs ; their virtues

We v/rite in water. May it please your highnefs

To h^ar me fpeak his good now ?
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Cat. Yes, good Griffith;

I were malicious elfc.

Gri. This cardinal.

Though from an humble flock, undoubtedly
Was fafhion'd to much honour. From his cradle

He was a fcholar, and a ripe, and good one

:

Exceeding wise, fair fpoken, and perfuading

:

Lofty, and four, to them that lov'd him not;

But, to those men that fought him, fweet as fummer*
And though he were unfatiffy'd in getting,

(Which was a fm) yet in beftowino^ madam.
He was moft princely : Ever witn^ for him
Those twins of learning, that he rais'd in you,

Ipfajoich^ and Oxford: one of which fell with him.

Unwilling to out-live the good that did it

;

The other, though unfinifh'd, yet fo famous.

So excellent in art, and ftill fo rising.

That chriftendom fhall ever fpeak his virtue.

His overthrow heap'd happinefs upon him

;

For then, and not 'till then, he felt himfelf.

And found the blefTednefs of being little

:

And, to add greater honours to his age

Than man could give him, he dy'd, fearing God.
Cat. After my death I v/ifh no other herald.

No other fpeaker of my living adions.

To keep mine honour from corruption.

But fuch an honeft chronicler as Griffith,

Whom I moft hated living, thou haft made me,
With thy religious truth, and modefty,

Now in his afhes honour: Peace be with him!—

-

Patience^ be near me ftill ; and fet me lower

:

J have not long to trouble thee..— Good Grijith^,
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Cause the musicians play me that fad note

I nam'd my knell, whilft [ fit meditating

On that celeftial harmony I go to.

[Woman composes her. Sad andfolemn Mustek.

Gri, She is afleep : Good wench, let's fit down quiet.

For fear we wake her : foftly, gentle Patience.

Enter {as in Vision) folemnly, tripping one after ano-

ther,Jix Perfonages, clad in njohite Robes, ^wearing on their

Heads Garlands ofBays, andgolden Vizards on their Faces i

Branches ofBays, or Palm, in their Hands They firft con^

gee unto her, then dance : and, at certain Changes, the t^o
firft hold afpare Garland o'ver her Head^, at ^hich, the

otherfour make re^jerendCurtfies; Then the tnvo, that held

the Garland, deliver the fame to the other next t^o ; nvho

obser've thefame Order in their Changes, and holding the

Garland o^er her Head: Which done, they deli-uer thefame
Garland to the laji i^jo ; ^uuho likewise observe the fatne

Order, At wohich, [as it avere by Infpiration) Jhe makes

^

in her Sleep, Signs of rejoicing, and holdeth up her Hanik
to Hea^ven. AndJo in their dancing they uanijh, carrying

the Garland wuith them.

Cat, Spirits of peace,
\^
farting out ofher Sleeps where

are ye? Are ye all gone?
And leave me here in wretchednefs behind ye?

Gri, Madam, we are here.

C4r. It is not you I call for:

Saw ye none enter, lince 1 flept?

Gri. None, madam.
Cat. No ? Saw you not, even now, a blefled troop

Invite me to a banquet ; whose bright faces

Call thousand beams upon me, like the fun?

Tliey promis'd me eternal happinefs^
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And brought me garlands, Griffith^ which I feel

I am not worthy yet to wear; 1 fhall,

Affuredly.

Gij J. I am moft joyful, madam, fuch good dreams
Possefs your fancy.

Cat:, Bid the musick leave,

They are harfh and heavy to me. \Musick ceafes^

Pat. Do you note/'
** How much her grace is altered on the fudden?"
*^ How long her face is drawn ? How pale fhe looks,"
*^ And of an earthy cold? Mark pou her eyes f'*

Gri, She is going, wench ; pray, pray."

P^r. ** Heaven comfort her 1"

Enter a Gentleman.
Gen. An't like your grace,—

C^r. You are a fancy fellow

;

Deserve we no more reverence?

Gri, You're to blame.

Knowing ihe will not lose her wonted greatnefs,

To use fo rude behaviour: go to, kneel.

Gen, I humbly do entreat your highnefs' pardon ;

My hafte made me unmannerly: There is flaying

A gentleman, fent from the king, to fee you.

Cai', Admit him entrance, Griffith : But this fellow

Let me ne'er fee again. \Exeunt Gri. and Gen»
Re-enter G r i f f i t h, uoith C a p u ci u s

.

If my fight fail not,

You Ihould be lord ambaffador from the emperor.

My royal nephew, and your name Capucius,

Cap, Madam, the fame, yourfervant.

Cat, O my lord.

The times, and titles, now are alter'd ftrangely
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With me, fince firft you knew me. But, I pray you.

What is your pleasure with me?
Cap, Noble lady,

Firft, mine own fervice to your grace ; the next.

The king's requeft that I would visit you;

Who grieves much for your weaknefs, and by me
Sends you his princely commendations,

And heartily entreats you take good comfort.

Cat, O my good lord, that comfort comes too late;

'Tis like a pardon after execution

:

That gentle physick, given in time, had cur'd me;
But now I am paft all comforts here, but prayer?.

How does his highnefs?

Cjjp. Madam, in good health.

Cat, So may he ever do ! and ever flourifli.

When I lhall dwell with worms, and my poor name
B^nifh'd the kingdom ! _ Patience^ is that letter,

I caus'd you write, yet fent away?
Pat, No, madam. [reaching it.

Cat. Sir, 1 moft humbly pray you to deliver

This =1^ to my lord the king

:

Cap, Moft willingly, madam.
Cat, In which I have commended to his goodnefs

The model of our chaft loves, his young daughter: ^
The dews of heaven fall thick in bleflings on her!—
Befeeching him, to give her virtuous breeding

;

(She is young, and of a noble modeft nature;

I hope, Ihe will deserve well) and a little

To love her for her mother's fake, that lov'd him,
Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor petition

Is, that his noble grace would have fome pity

ypon my wretched women, that fo long
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Have followM both my fortunes faithfully:

Of which there is not one, 1 dare avow,
(And now I fhould not lie) but will deserve.

For virtue, and true beauty of the foul.

For honefty, and decent carriage,

A right good hufband; let him be a noble;

And, fure, those men are happy that lhall have 'em.

The laft is, for my men they are the pooreft.

But poverty could never draw 'em from me;—
That they may have their wages duly pay'd 'em.

And fomething over to remember me by :

If heaven had pleas'd to have given me longer life.

And able means, we had not parted thus.

These are the whole contents : And, good my lord.

By that you love the deareft in this world.

As you wifh chriftian peace to fouls departed.

Stand these poor people's friend, and urge the king

To do me this lall right.

C^p, By heaven, I will

;

Or let me lose the fafhion of a man.
CjiT. I thank you, honeft lord. Remember me

In all humility unto his highnefs

:

Say, his long trouble now is paffmg from l)im

Out of this world ; tell him, in death I bleff'd him.

For fo I will. — Mine eyes grow dim— Farewel,

My lovd. ^Griffith, farewel. _ Nay, Patience^

You muft not leave me yet. I muft to bed

;

Call in more women. When I am dead, good wench.

Let me be us'd with honour ; ftrew me over

With maiden flowers, that all the world may know
I was a chaft wife to my grave : embalm me,

Then lay me forth ; although unqueen'd, yet like
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A queen, and daughter to a king, interr me.
I can no more. [Exeunt, leading Catherine.

ACT V.
SCENE J. Gallery in the Valace.

Enter Gardiner Bijhop ^ Winchefter, a Page iv/V/^ a
Torch before him^ met by Thomas LovEL,

Gar. It's one o'clock, boy, is't not?

Fag. It hath ftrook.

Gak. These Ihould be hours for neceflities.

Not for delights ; times to repair our nature

With comforting repose, and not for us

To wafte these times Good hour of night, iiv Thomas!
Whither fo late ?

Lov. Came you from the king, my lord ?

Gar . I did, fir Thomas ; and left him at primero
With the duke of Suffolk.

Lov. I muft to him too,

Before he go to bed. Til take my leave.

Gar. Not yet, {\x Thomas Lo'veL What's the matter?
It feems, you are in hafte : an if there be

No great offence belongs to't, give your friend

Some touch of your late businefs: Affairs, that walk
(As, they fay, fpirits do) at midnight, have
In them a wilder nature, than the businefs

That feeks difpatch by day,

Lov. My lord, I love you

;

And durft commend a fecret to your ear

Much weightier than this work. The queen's in labour.

They fay, in great extremity 5 and fear'd,
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She'll with the labour end,

G^R. The fruit, fhe goes with,

I pray for heartily ; that it may find

Good time, and live: but for the ftock, fir l^homasi

1 wifh it grub'd up now.
Lov, Methinks, T could

Cry the amen; and yet my confcience fays

She's a good creature, and, fweet lady, does

Deserve our better wilhes.

Gar. But, fir, frr>—

Hear me, fir Thc?nas: youVe a gentleman
Of mine own way, I know you wise, religious

;

And let me tell you, it will ne'er be weil,~-

'Twill not, {\v Thomas Lo^uel, take't of me,—
nrill Crai:mer, Crom^wely her two hands, and fhe.

Sleep in their graves.

Lov. Now, fir, you fpeak of two
The moS remark'd i'the kingdom. As for Crom-ively—
Befide that of the jewel-houfe, is made mafter

O 'the rolls, and the king's fecretaiy ; further, fir.

Stands in the gap and trade of more preferments.

With which the time will load him : The arch-bifhop

Is the king's hand, and tongue; And who dare fpeak

One fyllable againft him ?

Gar. Yes, yes, {ir Thomas,

There are that dare; and I myfelf have ventur'd

To fpeak my mind of him : and, indeed, this day.

Sir, (I may tell it you) I think, I have

Incenf'd the lords o'the council, that he is

(For fo I know he is, they know he is)

A moil arch heretick, a pefiilence

That does inkCi the land: with which they moved.

the Lime
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Have broken with the king ; who hath fo fat

Given ear to our complaint, (of his great grace,

And princely care; fore-feeing those fell mifchiefs.

Our reasons lay'd before him) l)e hath commanded.
To-morrow morning to the council-board

He be convented. He's a rank weed, {\x Thomas,

And we muft root him out. From your affairs

I hinder you too long: good night, fir Thomas.

Lov. Many good nights^ my lord; I reft your fervan t.

[Exeunt Gardiner, and Page. As Lovel is going outf

Enter the King j and the Duke o/'Suffolk,
as ne^iv risenfrom Play.

Kin, Charlesy I will play no more to-night

;

My mind's not on't, you are too hard for me.
SuF , Sir, I did never win of you before.

Kin. But little, C>^«r/^j;

Nor fhall not, when my fancy's on my play.«i.

Now, Lonely from the queen what is the news?
Lov. I could not perfonally deliver to her

What you commanded me, but by her woman
I fent your mefTage; v/ho returned her thanks

In the great'ft humblenefsj and desir'd your highnefs

Moft heartily to pray for her.

Kin. What fay'ft thou ? ha!

To pray for her? what, is fhe crying out? [niadc

Lov. So faid her woman ; and that her fufferance

Almoft each pang a death.

Kin. Alas, good lady!

5i/F. God fafely quit her of her burthen, and
With gentle travel, to the glading of
Your highnefs with an heir!

Kin, 'Tis midnight, Charles^
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Pr'ythee, to bed; and in thy prayers remember
The eflate of my poor queen. Leave me alone;

For I muft think of that, which company
Would not be friendly to.

SuF, I wifh your highnefs

A quiet night, and my good miftrefs will

Remember in my prayers.

Ki/!. Ckarles, good night. [ Exit Suffolk,
Enter Sir Antony Denny.

Well, fir, what follows?

Den, Sir, I have brought my lord the arch-bifiiop»

As you commanded me.
Km, Hal Canterbury

F

Den. Ay, my good lord.

Kin. 'Tis true : Where is he, Denny ?

Den, He attends your highnefs' pleasure.

Kin. Bring him to us. [Exit DENiTr.
Lov. " I'his is about that which the bifhop fpake;'''

** 1 am happily come hither."

Re-enter Denny, fwith C R a n m E r .

Kin, Avoid the gallery. [Lovel feemeth to ftay,'\ Ha?
I have faid. Begone.

What! \Exeunt Lovel, /iW Denny.
Cka. I am fearful: wherefore frowns he thus?

"

" 'Tis his afpe£l of terror. All's not well."

Kin, How now, my lord? You do desire to know
Wherefore I fent for you.

Cra, It is my duty.

To attend your highnefs' pleasure.

Kin, Pray you, arise.

My good and gracious lord of Canterbury,

Come, you and I muft walk a turn together;
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I have news to tell you : Come, come, give me your hand.

Ah, my good lord, I grieve at what I fpeak.

And am right forry to repeat what follows

:

1 have, and moft unwillingly, of late

Heard many grievous, I do fay, my lord.

Grievous complaints of you ; which, being confider'd.

Have mov'd us and our council, that you (hall

This morning come before us ; where, I know.
You cannot with fuch freedom purge yourfelf.

But that, further trial, in those charges

Which will require your anfwer, you mull take /

Your patience to you, and be well contented

To make your houfe our tower: you a brother of us.

It fits we thus proceed, or elfe no witnefs

Would come againft you.

Crj4. I humbly thank your highnefs ;

And am right glad to catch this good occasion

Moft throughly to be winnow'd, where my chafF

And corn (hall fly afunder : for, I know.
There's none (lands under more calumnious tongues.

Than I myfelf, poor man.
Kin. Stand up, good Canterbury %

Thy truth, and thy integrity, is rooted

In us, thy friend : Give me thy hand, ftand up

;

Pr'ythee, let's walk. Now, by my holy-dame.

What manner of man are you ? My lord, 1 look'd

You would have given me your petition, that

1 (hould have ta'en fome pains to bring together

Yourfelf and your accusers ; and to have heard you.
Without indurance, further,

Cra. Moft dread liege.

The good I ftand on is ray truth, and honefty

;

Vol. VIL P
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If they ftiall fall, I, with mine enemies,

Will triumph o'er my perfon ; which I weigh not,

Being of those virtues vacant. 1 fear nothing
What can be faid againft me.

Kin, Know you not

How your flate ftands i'the world, with the whole world?
Your enemies many, and not fmall ; their pradlices

Muft bear the fame proportion : and not ever

The juftice and the truth o'the queftion carries

The due o'the verdi£^ with it : At what eas'e

Might corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt

To fwear againft you? fuch things have been done.

You are potently oppos'd, and with a malice

Of as great fize: Ween you of better luck,

I mean, in perjur'd witnefs, than your mafter.

Whose minifter you are, whiles here he liv'd

Upon this naughty earth? Go to, go to;

You take a precipice for no leap of danger.

And woo your own deftrui^ion.

Cra. God, and your majefty,

Protedl mrne innocence, or 1 fall into

The trap is lay'd for me.

Kin, Be of good cheer

;

They ihall no more prevail, than we give way to.

Keep comfort to you; and this morning fee

You do appear before them ; if they (hall chance,-

In charging you with matters, to commit you.

The bell perfuasions to the contrary

Fail not to use, and with what vehemency
The occasion lhall inftru6l you : if entreaties-

Will render you no remedy, this =f ring

Deliver them, and your appeal to us

7 Enemies arc many
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There make before them.— Lookj the good man weeps!

He's honeft, on mine honour. God's blell mother!

I fvvear, he is true-hearted ; and a foul

None better in my kingdom. _ Get you gone,

And do as I have bid you. — He has ftrangl'd

His language in his tears. [Exit Cr anmer.
Gen. [fwii'hini Come back ; What mean you ?

Enter oU Lady> Lovel follo^voing,

0. Z. ril not come back ; the tidings that 1 bring

Will make my boldnefs manners—Now, good angels

Fly o'er thy royal head, and lhade thy perfon

Under their blelTed wings!

Kin. Now, by thy looks

I guefs thy meflage. fs the queen deliver'd?

Say, ay ; and of a boy.

0. L. Ay, ay, my liege

;

And of a lovely boy ; The God of heaven

Both now and ever blefs her! 'tis a girl.

Promises boys hereafter. Sir, your queen
Desires your visitation, and to be

Acquainted with this ftranger; 'tis as like you.

As cherry is to cherry.

Kin. Lo'vely
—

Lor* Sir.

Kin. Give her an hundred marks. I'll to the queen,

[Exit King.

0 L, An hundred marks! By this light, I'll have more.
An ordinary groom is for fuch payment.
I will have more, or fcold it out of him.

Said I for this, the girl was like to him? I'll

Have more, or elfe unfay't ; now, while 'tis hof,

I'll put it to the iffue. {Exeunt,

J J unfay't : and now
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SCENE 11, The council-Chamber

»

Chair, under a State^ for the King ; beneath,

a Table: Chamber- keeper /2//fW/>o-. Servants

at the Door <iviihoui ; to tvhich.

Enter C R a N M E R

.

Cra. I hope, T am not too late ; and yet the gentleman,

That was fent to me from the council, pray'd me
To make great hafte. All faft ? what means this ?-*Hoa!

Who waits there?— Sure, you know me?
Kee, Yes, my lord ;

But yet I cannot help you.

Cra. Why?
Enter Do£ior Butts.

Kee, Your grace

Muft wait 'till you be call'd for.

Cra, So.

Bvr, This is a piece of malice. I am glad,

I came this way fo happily : The king

Shall underfland it presently. [-Eat/V'Butts.

Cra. 'Tis Butts,

The king's physician ; as he pa/T'd along,

How eameflly he caft his eyes upon me :

Pray heaven, he found not my difgrace ! For certain,

This is of purpose lay'd, by fome that hate me,
^

(God turn their hearts ! I never fought their malice)

To quench mine honour : they would fhame to make me
Wait elfe at door; a fellow counfellor.

Among boys, grooms, and lackeys. But their pleasures

Muft be fulfird, and I attend with patience.

Enter the King, and Butts, at a Windouo aho've^

Bi^T* ril fhew your grace the ftrangeft fight,—

49 *Mong
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Kin. What's that, Butts ?

Bur, I think, your highnefs faw this many a day.

Kin, Body o* me, where is it ?

Bur. There, "|" my lord :

The high promotion of his grace of Canterbury ;

Who holds his ftate at door, 'mongft purfuivants.

Pages, and foot-boys.

Kin, Ha ! 'Tis he, indeed

:

Is this the honour they do one another?

'Tis well, there's one above 'em yet. I had thought.

They had parted fo much honefty among 'em,

(At leaft, good manners) as not thus to fufFer

A man of his place, and fo near our favour,

To dance attendance on their lordfliips' pleasures.

And at the door too, like a poft with packets.

By holy Mary, Butts, there's knavery

:

Let 'em alone, and draw the curtain clofe ;

We lhall hear more anon. [Curtain dra^wn.

Enter the Lord Chancellor, Duke of
Suffolk, Duke ofNokvolk, Earl ofSuRKEYf
Lord Chamberlain, Gardiner, and Cromwel.
The Lord Chancellor places himfelf at the upper End
ef the Table on the left Hatidy a Seat being left ^oid

abo^e him asfor the Arch-bijhop of Canterbury ;

the reftJeat themfelves in Order on each Side ;

Cromwel at lo^er End, as Secretary.

Chan, Speak to the businefs, Mr. fecretary

;

Why are we met in council ?

Cro. Please your honours.

The chiefeft cause concerns his grace of Canterbury.

GyiR, Has he had knowledge of it?

Cro. Yes.

so chiefe
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Nor. Who waits there?

Kee. Without, my noble lords ?

GjiR. Yes.

Kee. My lord arch-bifliop

;

And has done half an hour, to know your pleasures.

Cha^. Let him come in.

Kee. Your grace may enter now.

Cranmer approaches the Council Table.

Cha^. My good lord arch-bifhop, i am very forry

To fir here at this present, and behold

That
"I"

chair ftand empty: But we all are men.
In our own natures frail, and capable

Of our flelh ; few are angels : out of which frailty.

And want of wisdom, you, that beft fhould teach us.

Have mifdemean'd yourfelf, and not a little,

Toward the king firft, then his laws, in filling

The whole realm, by your teaching, and your chaplains*,^

(For fo we are inform d) with new opinions,

Divers, and dangerous; which are herefies.

And, not reformed, may prove pernicious.

Gar, Which reformation muft be fudden too.

My noble lords : for those, that tame wild horfes.

Pace 'em not in their hands to make 'em gentle ;

But flop their mouths with ftubborn bits, and fpur *em»

'Till they obey the manage. If we fufrer

(Out of our easinefs, and childifh pity

To one man's honour) this contagious ficknefs,

Farewel all physick : And what follows then ?

Commotions, uproars, and a general taint

Of the whole ftate: as, of late days, our neighbours^i

The upper Germany^ can dearly witnefs.

Yet frefhly pity'd in our memories*
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Cra. My good lords, hitherto, In all the progrefs

Both of my life and office, I have laboured.

And with no little ftudy, that my teaching,

And the llrong courfe of my authority.

Might go one way, and fafely ; and the end
Was ever, to do well : nor is there living

([ fpeak it with a fingle heart, my lords)

A man, that more detefts, more ftirs againfi:.

Both in his private confcience, and his place,

3)efacers of a publick peace, than I do.

Pray heaven, the king may never find a heart

With lefs allegiance in it ! Men, that make
Envy, and crooked malice, nourifhment,

Dare bite the beft. I do befeech your lordlhips.

That, in this cafe of juflice, my accusers.

Be what they will, may ftand forth face to face.

And freely urge againil me.

SuF. Nay, my lord,

That cannot be ; you are a counfellor.

And, by that virtue, no man dare accuse you. [ment.
Gar . My lord, because we have businefs ofmore mo-

We will be fhort with you. 'Tis his highnefs' pleasure.

And our confent, for better trial of you.

From hence you be committed to the tower;

Where being bat a private man again.

You (hall know many dare accuse you boldly.

More than, I fear, you are provided for.

Cra. Ah, my good lord of Winchejier^ T thank you,
You are always my good friend ; if your will pafs,

I fhall both find your lordfhip judge and juror,

You are fo merciful; I fee your end,

'Tis my undoing : Love, and meeknefs, lord.
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Become a churchman better than ambition

;

Win ftraying fouls with modefty again,

Caft none away. That I fhall clear myfelf.

Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience,

I make as little doubt, as you do confcience

In doing daily wrongs. I could fay more.

But reverence to your calling makes me modeft.

G^R. My lord, my lord, you are a fedary,

That*s the plain truth; your painted glofs difcovers>

To men that underftand you, words and weaknefs.

Cro. My lord of IVincheJiery you are a little.

By your good favour, too fharp ; men (o noble.

However faulty, yet (hould find refped:

For what they have been : 'tis a cruelty.

To load a falling man.,

Gar. Good Mr. fecretary,

I cry your honour mercy ; you may, worft

Of all this table, fay fo.

Cro, Why, my lord?

Gar, Do not I know you for a favourer

Of this new fe6l ? ye are not found.

Cro. Not found?

Gar. Not found, I fay.

Cro, 'Would you were half fo honeft !

Men's prayers then would feek you, not their fears*

Gar^ I ihall remember this bold language.

Cro. Do:
Remember your bold life too.

Chan. This is too much;
Forbear, for fhame, my lords.

Gar. I have done.

Cro, And I.

*9 Cham. This
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Cian, Then thus for you, my lord,— It ftands agreed,

I take it, by all voices, that forthwith

You be convey'd to the tower a prisoner;

There to remain, 'till the king's further pleasure

Be known unto us : Are you all agreed, lords?

a/I, We are.

CRji. Is there no other way of mercy.

But I mufl needs to the tower, my lords ?

GjiR. What other

Would you expedl? You're ftrangely troublefome : —
Let fome o'the guard be ready there.

CRji. For me?
Enter Guard,

Muft I go like a traitor thither?

Gj{R. Receive him.

And fee him fafe i' the tower.

CrjJ. Stay, good my lords,

I have a little yet to fay. Look there, my lords;

By virtue of that
=f=

ring, I take my cause

Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it

To a moll noble judge, the king my mafter.

Chi, This is the king's ring.

SuR . 'Tis no counterfeit.

SuF, 'Tis the right ring, by heaven: I told ye aliv

When we firft put this dangerous Hone a rowling,

'Twould fall upon ourfelves.

Nor. Do you think, my lords.

The king will fufFer but the little finger

Of this man to be vex'd?

C^a. 'Tis now too certain

:

How much more is his life in value with him?
*Would 1 were fairly out on't.

1 Cham. Then
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Cro. My mind gave me,
In feeking tales, and informations,

Againft this man, (whose honefty the devil

And his difciples only envy at)

Ye blew the fire that burns ye : Now have at ye.

Enter King, fronjunifjg on them ; takes his Seat.

Gar, Dread fovereign, how much are we bound to

In daily thanks, that gave us fuch a prince ; [heaven
Not only good and wise, but moft religious

:

One that, in all obedience, makes the church
The chief aim of his honour ; and, to ftrengthen

That holy duty, out of dear refpe6l,

His royal felf in judgment comes to hear
The cause betwixt her and this great offender.

Kin. You were ever good at fudden commendations,
Bifhop of Winchejier, But know, I come not
To hear fuch flatteries now, and in my presence

;

They are too thin and bafe to hide offences.

To me yoo cannot reach : You play the fpaniel.

And think with waging of your tongue to win me j

But, whatfoe'er thou tak'ft me for, 1 am fure.

Thou hail a cruel nature, and a bloody.^
Good man, fit down. Now let me fee the proudeft

He, that dares molt, but wag his finger at thee

:

By all that's holy, he had better itarve,

Than but once think this place becomes thee not.

SuR. May it please your grace,—

Kin. No, fir, it does not please me.

I had thought, I had had men of fome underflanding

And wisdom of my council ; but I fmd none.

Was it difcretion, lords, to let this man,
This good man, (few of you deserve that title)

17 flattery his place
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This honefl man, wait like a lousy foot-boy

At chamber door ? and one as great as you are ?

Why, what a lhame was this ? Did my commiffion

Bid ye fo far forget yourfelves ? I gave ye

Power as he was a counfellor to try him,

Not as a groom : There's fome of ye, I fee.

More out of malice than integrity,

Would try him to the utmoft, had ye mean;
Which ye fhall never have, while I live.

Chan, Thus far,

My moft dread fovereign, may it like your grace

To let my tongue excuse all. What was purposed.

Concerning his imprisonment, was rather

(If there be faith in men) meant for his trial,

And fair purgation to the world, than malice;

I am fure, in n>e.

Kin. Well, well, my lords, refpeft him;
Take him, and use him well, he's worthy of it:

I will fay thus much for him. If a prince

May be beholding to a fubjedt, I

Am, for his love and fervice, fo to him.
Make me no more ado, but all embrace him

;

Be friends, for fhame, my lords.— My lord of Canterbury^

1 have a fuit which you muft not deny me:
There is a fair young maid, that yet wants baptism

;

You muft be godfather, and anfwer for her.

Cka^ The greateft monarch now alive may glory

In fuch an honour; How may I deserve it.

That am a poor and humble fubjeft to you ?

Kin, Come, come, my lord, you'd fpare your fpoons

:

you lhall have \folky

Two noble partners with you; the old dutchefs of iV<?r-

2.5 That is
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And lady marquifs Derfet\ Will these please you? —
Once more, my lord of IVincheJhry I charge you,

Embrace, and love, this man.
Gar . With a true heart.

And brother's love, I do it.

Cra, And let heaven
Witnefs, how dear I hold this confirmation.

Kin. Good man, thosejoy ful tears fliew thy true heart.

The common voice, I fee, is verify'd

Of thee, which fays thus. Do my o/' Canterbury
^Jhreuud turn^ and he isyourfriendfor e^ver,^

Come, lords, we trifle time away ; I long
To have this young one made a chriftian.

As I have made ye one, lords, one remain;
So I grow ftronger, you more honour gain, \Exeunt.

SCENE III. Court of the Palace.

Noise and Tumult within. Enter Porter,

and his Man.
Por, You'll leave your noise

Anon, ye rafcals : Do you take the court

For Paris'g2Lrd^n ? ye rude flaves, leave your gaping.

naithin. Good Mr. porter, I belong to the larder.

Por, Belong to the gallows, andbe hang'd, you rogue

:

Is this a place to roar in ?

Fetch me a dozen crab-tree ftaves, and ftrojig ones

;

These are but fwitches to 'em„
I'll fcratch your heads : You muft be feeing chrillnings ?

Do you look for ale and cakes here, you rude rafcals

Man, Pray, fir, be patient; 'tis as much impoffibie,

(Unlefs we fweep 'em from the door with cannons)

To fcatter 'em, as 'tis to make 'em fleep

a* Parift Garden
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On May-d^y morning, which will never be:

We may as well pufli againft Paul's, as ftir 'em.

For. How got they in, and be hang'd?

Man. Alas, J know not; How gets the tide in?

As much as one found cudgel of four foot

(You fee "|~ the poor remainder) could diftribute,

1 made no fpare, fir.

For, You did nothing, fir.

Mafz. T arn wot Samp/on, nor fir G/^, nor Colhrandi

To mow 'em down before me: but, if I fpar'd

Any, that had a head to hit, either young
Or old, he or Ihe, cuckold or cuckold-maker.

Let me ne'er hope to fee a chine again

;

And that I would not for a cow, God fave her.

^mthin. Do you hear, Mr. porter ?

For, I {hall be with you presently.

Good Mr. puppy Keep the door clofe, firrah.

Man, What would you have me do \

For, What fhould you do.

But knock 'em down by the dozens.^—Is this Morefieldsj

To mufter in ? or have we fome ftrange Indian^ [us ?

Wi'the great tool, come to court, the women fo befiegc

Blefs me.
What a fry of fornication is at door

!

O'my chriilian confcience, this one chriftning will

Beget a thousand ; here will be father, godfather,

And all together.

Man. The fpoons will be the bigger, fir.

There is a fellow fomewhat near the door,

He fliould be a brazier by his face.

For, o'my confcience, twenty of the dog-days
Now reign in his nose; all that ftand about him are
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Under the line, they need no other penance:
That fire-drake did I hit three times on the head,
And three times was his nose difcharg'd againft me J

He Hands there, like a mortar-piece, to blow us.

There was a haberdafher's wife of fmall wit

Near him, that raiTd upon me,
'Till her pink'd porringer fell off her head.

For kindling fuch combulHon in the Hate

:

T mifT'd the meteor once, and hit that woman,
Who cry'd out, clubs 1 when f might fee from far

Some forty truncheoneers draw to her fuccour, [ter'd:

Which were the hope o'the Strand where ihe was quar-

They fell on, I made good my place; at length

They came to the broom-ftafF wi'me, I defyM 'em Hill 5

When fuddenly a file of boys behind 'em,

Loofe Ihot, delivered fuch a fhower of pebbles.

That i was fain to draw mine honour in,

And let 'em win the work:
The devil was amongll 'em, I think, furely. [houfe.

For, These are the youths that thunder at a play-

And fight for bitten apples; that no audience.

But the ftoeet tribulation of Tonver-hill,

Or the limbs of Lime-houfe^ their dear brothers, are

Able to endure. I have fome of 'em in Limbo

P^trufn, and there they are like to dance these three days

;

Befides the running banquet of two beadles.

That is to come.
Enter the Lord Chamberlain.

Cha, Mercy o'me, what a multitude are here!

They grow Hill too, from all parts they are coming.

As if we kept a fair! Where are these porters.

These lazy knaves ?-.Ye've made a fine hand, fellows*

* fuch a com- '4 ftaffe to me
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There's a trim rabble let in- Are all these

Your faithful friends o'the fuburbs? We fliall have

Great flora of room, no doubt, left for the ladies.

When they pafs back from the chriflning*

Per, An't please your honour.

We are but men ; and what fo many may do,

Not being torn a pieces, we have done

;

An army cannot rule 'em.

Cha. As I live.

If the king blame me for't, Til lay ye all

By the heels, and fuddenly; and on your heads

Clap round fines, for negleft : Y'are lazy knaves

;

And here ye lye baiting of bombards, when
Ye fhould do fervice. Hark, the trumpets found;

They're come already from the chriftening

:

Go, break among the preafe, and find a way out

To let the troop pafs fairly; or Til find

A Marjhalfeuy fhall hold you play these two months.
\^Exit Chamberlain.

Por. Make way there for the princefs.

Man. You great fellow,

Stand clofe up, or Til make your head ake.

Por, You i'the chamblet.

Get up o'the rail, I'll peck you o'er the pales elfe.

\Exeunt^ forcing back the Croud

^

SCENE IV. The fame.

EnterTmmpets, founding ; then t^ivo Aldermen^

LordMayor^ Garter, Cr a n m e r, Duke of Nor-

folk ^ith his Marjhal^s Staffs Duke of Suffolk,

t^-wo Noblemen bearing great fabiding Bonvls for

the chrijlning Gifts : thenfour Noblemen bearing
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a Canopy y under nvhich the Dutchefs of Norfollc,

Godmother^ bearing the Child richly habited in a
Mantle &c. Train born by a Lady : thenfollow

the MarchionefsY^orkt, the other God?nother^ and
Ladies, Troop halts, andQ2sX.tr adnjances>

Gar, Heaven, from thyendlefs goodnefs, fend prof-

perous life, long, and ever happy, to the high and mighty
princefs of England^ Elizabeth!

Flourijh, Enter King, and Train,

Cra, And to your royal grace, and the good queen.

My noble partners, and myfelf, thus pray;—
All comfort, joy, in this moft gracious lady,

Heaven ever lay'd up to make parents happy.
May hourly fall upon ye

!

Kin, Thank you, good lord arch-bilhop

:

What is her name ?

Cka. Elizabeth.

Kin. Stand up, lord.

With this"^kifs take my blefling: God proted thee!

Into whose hand I give thy life.

Cra, Amen

!

Kin, My noble goflips, ye have been too prodigal

;

I thank ye heartily; fo lhall this lady.

When fhe has fo much Englijh^

Cra, Let me fpeak, fir,

For heaven now bids me ; and the words I utter

Let none think flattery, for they'll find 'em truth.

This royal infant, (heaven ftill move about her!)

Though in her cradle, yet now promises

Upon this land a thousand thousand bleffings.

Which time fhall bring to ripenefs : She fhall be

(But few now living can behold that goodnefs)
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A pattern to all princes living with her,

And all that fhall fucceed : ^eba was never

More covetous of wisdom, and fair virtue.

Than this pure foul lhall be : all princely graces,

That mould up fuch a mighty piece as this is.

With all the virtues that attend the good.

Shall ftill be doubPd on her: truth fhaU nurfe her.

Holy and heavenly thoughts ftill counfel her:

She fhall be lov'd, and fearM : her own (hall blefs her;

Her foes fhake like a field of beaten corn.

And hang their heads with fonow : Good grows with her:

In her days, every man fhall eat in fafety.

Under his own vine, what he plants ; and fing

The merry fongs of peace to all his neighbours

:

God fhall be truly known; and those about her
From her (hall read the perfeft way of honour,

And by that claim their greatnefs, not by blood.

[Nor (liall this peace fleep with her: But as when
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phoenix.

Her aihes new create another heir.

As great in admiration as herfelf

;

So fhall (he leave her blelTednefs to one,

(When heaven (hall call her from this cloud ofdarknefs)
Who, from the facred a(hes of her honour.

Shall ftar-like rise, as great in fame as (he was,

And fo il:and fix'd : peace, plenty, love, truth, terror.

That were the fervants to this chosen infant.

Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him

;

Wherever the bright fun of heaven (hall Ihine,

His honour, and the greatnefs of his name.
Shall be, and make new nations : he (hall flouri(h.

And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches

2 Saha 17 by thofe
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To all the plains about him : Our children's children

Shall fee this, and blefs heaven.

K^n, Thou fpeakeft wonders ]

CRy!, She lhall be, to the happinefs of England^

An aged princefs ; many days fhall fee her.

And yet no day without a deed to crown it.

'Would 1 had known no more ! but fhe muft die^

She mull-, the faints mufl have her; yet a virgin,

A pure unfpotted lilly fhall fhe pafs

To the ground, and all the world fhall mourn her.

Kin, O lord arch-bifhop.

Thou haft made me now a man ; never, before

This happy child, did I get any thing:

This oracle of comfort has fo pJeas'd me.
That, when I am in heaven^ I fhall desire

To fee what this child does, and praise my maker—
I thank ye all.—To you, my good lord mayor,

And your good brethren, I am much beholding

;

I have receiv'd much honour by your presence.

And ye fhall find me thankful. —Lead the way, lords

;

Ye muft all fee the queen, and fhe mufl: thank ye.

She will be fick elfe. This day, no man think

He has businefs at his houfe ; for all fhall ftay.

This little one fhall make it holiday, {Exeunu

EPILOGUE.

'TIs ten to one, this play can never please

All that are here: Some come to take their ease.

And fleep an aft or two; but those, we fear,

We have frighted with our trumpets ; fo, 'tis clearj

iS you goo<^
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They'll fay, 'tis naught : others, to hear the city

Abus'd extremely, and to cry,""that's witty;

Which we have not done neither : that, [ fear.

All the expedled good we are like to hear

For this play at this time, is only in

The merciful conftru6lion of good women ;

For fuch a one we (hew'd 'em : If they fmile.

And fay, 'twill do, I know, within a while

All the beft men are ours; for 'tis ill hap.

If they hold, when their ladies bid 'em clap.
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Perfons represented.

Caius Marclus Coriolanus, a nolle Roman,
hated by the common People.

Cominlus, 1 Generals againji the Volcians,

Titus Lartius, 3 and Friends to Coriolanus.

Menenius Agrippa, Friend to Coriolanus.

Sicinius Velutus, 7 Tribunes of the People^ and
Junius Brutus, ) Ene/nies to Coriolanus.

£oy, Son to Coriolanus

Senators, t<wo ; Officers of the Senate, twoo ;
Citizens^

fx ; Soldiers, three ; a Patrician, JEdile, Herald^

Officer, Spy^ and eight Meffengers, Romans.
1'ullus Aufidius, General of /^^ Volcians.

Senators of Corioli, tnjoo; ifAntium, three ; Servants

^Aufidius, three'. Friends of the fame, Confpirators

againji Marcius, three; a Citizen ofAntium, Officer^,

Soldier, Spy, and tnjjo Guardsy Volcians.

Volumnia, Mother to Coriolanus

:

Virgil ia, hi> Wife.

Valeria, Friend /d? Virgilia.

Genth-woman, attending Virgilia.

Roman Ladies, Patricians, JEdiles, Liclors, &C.

Senators^ and Citizens, Officers, Soldiers^

&c. Roman and Volcian.

Scene, difperfd: in Rome, Antium, and Corioli *y and

in the Roman and Volcian Territories^
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ACT I.

SCENE I. Rome. A Street.

Enter a Co?npany of mutinous Citizens, <voith

Sta'uesy Clubs, and other Weapons.

I. C. Before we proceed any farther, hear me /peak.

all. Speak, fpeak.

I. C. You are all resolv'd rather to die than to fam-
ilh?

all. ResolvM, resolv'd.

I. C, Firft, you know, CaiusMarcius is chief enemy
to the people.

all. We know't, we know't,
1 . C. Let us kill him, and we'll have corn at our

own price. Is't a verdid ?

all. No more talking on't ; let it be done : away,
away.

2. C. One word, good citizens.

I . C. We are accounted poor citizens ; the patrici-

ans, good : What authority furfeiis on, would relieve us

:

\i (hey would yield us but the fuperfluity, while it were

0^4
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wholfome, we might guefs they relieved us humanely:
but they think, we are too dear: the leannefs that

afflidls us, the objedl of our misery, is as an inventory

to particularize their abundance ; our fufFerance is a gain

to them : Let us revenge this with our pikes, ere we
become rakes : for the gods know, I fpeak this in hunger
for bread, not in thirft for revenge.

2. C. Would you proceed efpecially againft Cains

MarciusP

all, Againft him firft; he's a very dog to the com-
monalty.

2. C. Confider you what fervices he has done for his

country ?

I. C. Very well ; and could be content to give him
good report for't, but that he pays himfelf with being

proud.

all. Nay, but fpeak not malicioufly.

1. e. I fay unto you, what he hath done famoufly,

he did it to that end : though foft-confcienc'd men can

be content to fay, it was for his country, he did it partly

to please his mother, and to be proud ; which he is, even

to the altitude of his virtue.

2. C. What he cannot help in his nature, you ac*

count a vice in him : You mult in no way fay, he is co-

vetous.

I. C. If I muft not, I need not be barren of accu-.

sations ; he hath faults, with furplus, to tire in repeti-

tion [^Shouts ^jithin.^ What fhouts are these? ThQ
other fide o'th' city is risen : Why flay we prating here J

to th' capitol.

alL Come, come.

\. C. Soft^ who comes here?
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^«/^r Menenius Agrippa.
2. C. Worthy Menenius Agrippa ; one that hath al-

ways lov'd the people.

I. C. He's one honeft enough; 'Would, all the reft

were fo

!

ikTEAT. What work's, my countrymen, in hand r Where
go you

With bats, and clubs? The matter? Speak, I pray you.

I. C. Our businefs is not unknown to the fenate;

they have had inkling, this fortnight, what we intend

to do, which now we'll (hew them in deeds : They fay,

poor fuiters have ftrong breaths; they ihall know, we
have Urong arms too.

M-E.N, Why, mafters, my good friends, mine honeft

neighbours.

Will you undo yourfelves ?

I . C. We cannot, fir, we are undone already.

Men^ I tell you, friends, moll charitable care

Have the patricians of you. For your wants.

Your fuffering in this dearth, you may as well

Strike at the heaven with your ftaves, as lift them
-Againft the Roman ftate ; whose courfe will on
The way it takes, cracking ten thousand curbs

Of more ftrong link afunder, than can ever

Appear in your impediment: For the dearth.

The gods, not the patricians, make it ; and
Your knees to them, not arms, mufr help. Alack,

You are tranfported by calamity

Thither where more attends you ; and you flander

The helms o'the ftate, who care for you like fathers.

When you curfe them as enemies.

I. Care for us ! True, indeed* they ne'er car'd for

9 2 C;V. Our
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us yet. SufFer as to famifti, and their (tore -houses cramM
with grain ; make edidls for usury, to fupport usurers :

repeal daily any wholefome a6l eftabliOied againft the

rich ; and provide more piercing ftatutes daily, to chain

up and reftrain the poor : If the wars eat us not up, they

will ; and there's all the love they bear us.

Men. Either you muft

Confefs yourfelves wondVous malicious,

Or be accused of folly. 1 fhall tell you
A pretty tale; it may be, you have heard it,

But, fmce it ferves my purpose, I will venture

To ilale't a little more.

I. C. Well, I'll hear it, fir: yet you muft not think

to fob off our difgrace with a tale : but, an't please you,

deliver.

Men. There was a time, when all the body's members
Rebell'd againft the belly; thus accus'd it:-"

That only like a gulf it did remain
I'the midft o'the body, idle and unadive.
Still cupboarding the viand, never bearing

Like labour with the reft ; where the other inftrumenta

Did fee, and hear, devise, inftrud, walk, feel.

And mutually participate, did minifter

Unto the appetite and afFed:ion common
Of the whole body. The belly anfwer'd,—

I. C. Well, fir,

What anfwer made the belly ?

Men. Sir, I ftiall tell you : With a kind of fmi!e„

Which ne'er came from the lungs, but even thus,

(For, look you, 1 may make the belly fmile,

As well as fpeak) it tauntingly reply 'd

To the difcontented members, the mutinous jpajt^i
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That envy'd his recelt ; even fo moft fitly

As you malign our fenators, for that

They are not fuch as you.

I . C, Your belly's anfwer : What

!

The kingly- crowned head, the vigilant eye.

The counfellor heart, the arm our foldier.

Our fteed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter.

With other muniments and petty helps

In this our fabrick, if that they—
Men. What then ?_«

^Fore me, this fellow fpeaks ! —what then ? what then ?

I. C. Should by the cormorant belly be reftrain*d.

Who is the fink o'the body,—
Men. Well, what then?

I. C The former agents if they did complain.

What could the belly anfwer?
Men, I will tell you

;

If you'll beftow a fmall (of what you have little)

Patience, awhile, you'll hear the belly's anfwer.

I. C. You're long about it.

Men, Note me this, good friend;

Your moft grave belly was deliberate,

Not rafh like his accusers, and thus anfwer'd

:

^rue is //, my incorporate friends, quoth he,

'^rhat I receive the generalfood atfirf.
Which you do li^e upon : andfit it is;

because I am the ftore-houje^ and the Jhop

Of the Rvhole body : But, if you do remember

^

J-fend it through the ri^uers of your blood

E^uen to the court y the heart, to thefeat o'the brain j

And, through the cranks and offices of tnan^

%beftrongeft nerves, andJmall inferior l einsy

'9 you'ft
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From me recez^ve that natural competency

Whereby they li'ue : And though that all at once^

Tou, my goodfriends^ this fays the belly ; mark me,—
r. C. Ay, fir; well, well.

Men. Though all at once cannot

See ivhat I do deli'ver out to each ;

Tet I can make my audit up, that all

From me do back receive theflowoer of all,,

And lea^e me hut the bran What fay you to't ?

I.e. It was an anfwer : How apply you this ?

Men. The fenators of Rome are this good belly.

And you the mutinous members : For examine

Their counfels, and their cares; digeft things rightly.

Touching the weal o'the common ; you fhall find.

No publick benefit, which you receive,

But it proceeds, or comes, from them to you.

And no way from yourfelves—What do you think ?

You, the great toe of this afiembly ?

I.e. 1 the great toe! Why the great toe ?

Men. For that, being one o'the loweft, bafefl, pooreft.

Of this moft wise rebellion, thou go'ft foremoftj

Thou, rafcal, that art firft in blood to run,

Lead'ft firft, to win fome vantage.

But make you ready your ftifi^bats and clubs ;

Rome and her rats are at the point of battle.

Enter Caius Marcius.
The one fide muft have bale. Hail, noble Marcius.

Mar. Thanks.— What's the matter, you diflTentious

rogues,

That, rubbing the poor itch of your opinion,

Make yourfelves fcabs.

I. C. We have ever your good word.

a* art worft *7 ballc
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MjSR . He that will give good words to thee, will flatter

iBeneath abhorring.—.What would you have* you curs.

That like nor peace, nor war? the one affrights you.

The other makes you proud. He that trufts to you,

Where he fhould find you lions, finds you hares

;

Where foxes, geefe; You are no furer, no.

Than is the coal of fire upon the ice,

Or hailftone in the fun. Your virtue is,

To make him worthy, whose offence fubdues him.

And curfe that juflice did it. Who deserves greatnefs.

Deserves your hate : and your affections are

A fick man's appetite, who desires moft that

Which would encreafe his evil. He that depends

Upon your favours, fvvims with fins of lead,

And hews down oaks with rufhes. Hang ye! Trufl: ye?
With every minute you do change a mind

;

And call him noble, that was now your hate.

Him vile, that was your garland. What's the matter.

That in these feveral places of the city

You cry againft the noble fenate, who.
Under the gods, keep you in awe, which elfe

Would feed on one another r —What's their feeking?

Men, For corn at their own rates j whereof, they fay.

The city is well flor'd.

M4R . Hang 'em ! They fay ?

They'll fit by the fire, and presume to know
What's done i' the capitol : who's like to rise,

And who declines : fide fadions, and give out
Conjedlural marriages ; making parties ftrong.

And feebling fuch as fland not in their liking.

Below their cobl'd fhoes. They fay, there's grain enough?
Woij[ld the nobility lay afide their ruth,

a8 Who thrives, And
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And let me use my fword, I'd make a quarry

With thousands of these quarter'd flaves, as high

As I could Ditch my lance.

MEjsf. Nay, these are almoft thoroughly perfuaded j

For though abundantly they lack difcretion,

Yet are they pafling cowardly. But, I befeech you.

What fays the other troop ?

Mar. They're dissolved: Hang 'em !

They faid, they were an-hungry ; fighM forth proverbs

That, hunger broke ftone walls ; that, dogs muft eat

;

That, meat was m.ade for mouths ; that, the gods fent not

Corn for the rich men only : With these fhreds

They vented their complainings ; which being anfwer'd,

And a petition granted them, a ftrange one,

(To break the heart of generofity.

And make bold power look pale) they threw their caps

As they would hang them on the horns o' the moon.
Shouting their emulation.

Men, What is granted them?
Mar, Five tribunes, to defend their vulgar wisdoms.

Of their own choice One's Junius Brutus,

Sicinius Velutusy and I know not — S'death 1

The rabble fhould have firft unroof'd the city.

Ere fo prevailed with me : it will in time

Win upon power, and throw forth greater themes

For inlurredlion's arguing.

Men. This is ftrange.

Mar, Go, get you home, you fragments.

Enter a Meffenger, hajiily,

Mef. Where's Cuius Marcius ?

Mar , Here : What's the matter ?

Mej\ The news is, fir, the Voldans are In arms*

3 picke 2.5 unroo'il



Coriolanu3. II

Mjr. T am gladon't; then wefhall have means to vent
Our mufty fuperfluity : — See, our bell elders*

E^fer certain Senators y Cominius, Titus Lartius,
Brutus, Sicinius.

I. S. Mardusy 'tis true, that you have lately told us.

The Folcians are in arms.

Mar . They have a leader,

Tul/us dufidiusy that will put you to't.

I fin in envying his nobility

:

And were i any thing but what I am,
1 would wifh me only he.

Com, You have fought together.

Mar ^ Were half to half the world by the ears, and he
Upon my party, Td revolt, to make
Only my wars with him : He is a lion

That r am proud to hunt.

1.5. Then, worthy Mxraa/,

Attend upon Cominius to these wars.

Com. It is your former promise.

Mar . Sir, it is

;

And I am conftant Titus Lartius, thou
Shalt fee me once more ftrike at Tullus* face:

What, art thou ftift ? ftand'fl out?

T'/r. No, Cains Marcius\

I'll lean upon one crutch, and fight wi' the other.

Ere ftay behind this businefs.

Men, O, true bred!

1 . 5. Your company to the capitol ; where, I know.
Our greateft friends attend us,

Tir, Lead you on : —
Follow, Cominius \ we muft follow you;
Right worthy you priority*

a J Lucius
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Com, Noble Lartius!

1 . ^. Hence, to your homes, \_to the Cit.] be gone^

Mar, Nay, let them follow :

The Volcians have much corn ; take these rats thither,

To gnaw their garners Worfhipful mutineers.

Your valour puts well forth : pray, follow.

\^Exeunt Senators, Com. Mar. Tit. and
Menenius ; Citizens Jieal anvay.

Sic. Was ever man fo proud as is this Marcius?
Bru, He has no equal.

Sic, When we were chosen tribunes for the people,-*

Bru, Mark'd you his lip, and eyes?

Sic, Nay, but his taunts

!

Br u. Being mov'd, he will not fpare to gird the gods

:

Sic, Bemock the modeft moon.
Bru* The present wars devour him ! he is grown

Too proud to be fo valiant.

Sic. Such .a nature,

Tickrd with good fuccefs, difdains the lhadow
Which he treads on at noon : But I do wonder.
His infolence can brook to be commanded
Under Cominius.

Bru. Fame, at the which he aims,—
In which already he is well grac'd,— cannot

Better be held, nor more attained, than by
A place below the firft : for what mifcarries

Shall be the general's fault, though he perform

To the utmoft of a man ; and giddy cenfure

Will then cry out on Mardus, O, if he

Had horn the husinefs !

Sic, Befides, if things go well.

Opinion, that fo fticks on Marcius, fhall

» Martm 2,4 jn whom
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Of his dements roh Cominius.

Bru. Come

:

Half all Cominius' honours are to Marcius<t

Though Marcius earn'd them not; and all his faults

To Marcius fhall be honours, though, indeed.

In ought he merit not.

Sic . Let's hence, and hear

How the difpatch is made; and in what fafliion, -

More than his Angularity, he goes

Upon this present aftion.

Bru. Let's along. [Exeunt,

SCENE II. Corioli. The Senate-Houfe.

Enter certain Senators, and Au f i d i u s

,

I . Sq, your opinion is, Aufidius,

That they of Rome are enter'd in our counfels.

And know how we proceed.

JuF. Is it not yours?

What ever hath been thought on in this ftate.

That could be brought to bodily a6l ere Rome
Had circumvention ? 'Tis not four days gone.

Since I heard thence ; these are the words : I think

I have the letter here ; yes, here
"f"

it is : [reads.

They have prejf^d a ponjoer, hut it is not kno^n
Whether for eaft^ or njoeji: The dearth is great ;

The people mutinous : and it is rumour dy

Cominius, Marcius your old enemy

^

(Who is of Rome ^mrfe hated than ofyou)
And Titus Lartius, a moft <valiant Roman,
These three lead on this preparation

Whither ^tis bent: moft likely y ^tis for you

i

Confder of it*

Vol. VIL R
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1 . S, Our army's in the field

:

We never yet made doubt but Rome was ready

To anfwer us.

JuF. Nor did you think it folly,

To keep your great pretences veil'd, 'till when
They needs muftfhewthemfelves; which in the hatching.

It feem'd, appear'd to Rome, By the difcovery.

We fhall be Ihorten'd in our aim ; which was.

To take in many towns, ere, almoft, Rome
Should know we were afoot.

2. S. Noble Aufidius^

Take your commiffion=f= ; hye you to your bands

;

Let us alone to guard Corioli

:

If they fet down before us, for the remove
Bring up your army; but, I think, you'll find

They have not prepar'd for us.

JuF, O, doubt not that

;

I Jpeak from certainties. Nay, more.

Some parcels of their power are forth already^

And only hitherward. I leave your honours.

If we 2iud Caius MarciuJ chance to meet,

'Tis fworn between us, we fhall ever flrike

'Till one can do no more.

all. The gods affift you

!

JuF, And keep your honours fafe I

1. Farevvel.

2. S. Farewel.

all. Farewel. [Exeunf.

SCENE III. Rome. J Room in Marcius' Hou/e.

£«/(?r VoLUMNiA, ViRGiLi A : Tbsj feat

themfehes upon Stoohy and fo'w^
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Vol* I pray you, daughter, fing; or exprefs yourfelf

in a more comfortable fort : Ifmy fon were my husband,

1 (hould freelier rejoice in that abfence wherein he won
honour, than in the embracements of his bed, where he

would Ihew moft love. When yet he was but tender-

body'd, and the only fon ofmy womb ; when youth with

comelinefs pluck'd all gaze his way; when, for a day of

kings' entreaties, a mother fhould not fell him an hour

from her beholding; I,— confidering how honour would
become fuch a perfon ; that it was no better than pidlure-

like to hang by the wall, if renown made it not flir,—

"

was pleas'd to let him feek danger where he was like to

find fame. To a cruel war I fent him ; from whence he
return'd, his brows bound with oak : I tell thee, daugh-
ter,— I fprang not more in joy at firft hearing he was a
man-child, than now in firft feeing he ha4 proved him-
felf a man.

ViK, But had he dy'd in the businefs, madam ? how
then ?

Vol. Then his good report fhould have been my fon

;

I therein would have found iffue. Hear me profefs fin-

cerely ; Had I a dozen fons,— each in my love alike, and
none lefs dear than thine and my good Marciusy— I had
rather had eleven die nobly for their country, than one
voluptuoufly furfeit out of aftion.

Enter a Gentlewoman.
Gen, Madam, the \sidLy Valeria is come to visit you.
ViR. 'Befeech you, give me leave to retire myfelf.

Vol. Indeed, you (hall not.

Methinks, 1 hither hear your husband's drum;
3( fee him pluck Aujidius down by the hair;

As children from a bear, the Volcians Ihuning him

:

30 hearc hither

R 2
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Methihks, I fee him ftamp
"f"

thus, and call thus,^
Come on, you cowards \ you nvere got in fear.

Though you njoere horn in Rome: His bloody brow
With his mail'd hand then wiping, forth he goes

;

Like to a harveftman> that's tafk'd to mow
Or all, or lose his hire.

ViR, His bloody brow! o, Jupiter, no blood!

Vol, Away, you fool! it more becomes a man.
Than gilt his trophy : The breafts of Hecuha,

When fhe did fuckle HeSior, look'd not lovelier

Than Hedor\ forehead, when it fpit forth blood

At Grecian fwords' contending. —.Tell Valeria,

We are fit to bid her welcome. \^Exh Gen.
ViR» Heavens blefs my lord from fell Aiijidius!

Vol, He'll beat Aufidius'' head below his knee.

And tread upon his neck.

Enter V hhic-Ki A, attended,

Val, My ladies both, good day to you.

Vol. Sweet madam,

—

ViR. I am glad to fee your ladyfhip.

Val, How do you both? you are manifeft houfe-

keepers. What, are you fowing here r A fii\e fpot, in good
faith.—How does your little fon ?

ViR, I thank your ladyfhip; well, good madam.
Vol . He had rather fee the fwords, and hear a drum,

Than look upon his fchool-mafter.

Val, O my word, the fath-er's fon: FU fwear, 'tis a

very pretty boy. O' my troth, I look'd upon him o*

wednefday half an hour together : h'as fuch a confirmed

countenance. I faw him run after a gilded butterfly ; and

when he caught it, he let it go again ; and after it again ;

and over and over he comes, and up again ; catch'd it
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again : or whether his fall enrag'd him, or how 'twas,

he did fo fet his teeth, and tear it ; o, I warrant, how he

mamock'd it

!

Vol, One of's father's moods.

Val . Indeed la, 'tis a noble child.

Vjr, a crack, madam.
Val . Come, lay aftde your ftitchery ; T muft have you

play the idle huswife with me this afternoon.

ViR. No, good madam; I will not out of doors.

Val . Not out of doors

!

Vol. She (hall, Ihe fhall.

ViR. Indeed, no, by your patience: I will not over

the threlhold, 'till my lord return from the wars.

Val, Fye, you confine yourfelf moil unreasonably:

Come, you muft go visit the good lady that lyes in.

ViR, 1 will wifh her fpeedy ftrength, and visit her

with my prayers ; but I cannot go thither.

Vol, Why, I pray you ?

ViR, 'Tis not to fave labour, nor that I want love.

Val, You would be TcaotVtx Penelope : yet, they fay,

all the yarn, fhe fpun in UlyJJes' abfence, did but fill

Ithaca full of moths. Come ; I would your cambrick were

fenfible as your finger, that you might leave pricking it

for pity. Come, you fhall go with us.

Vjr. No, good madam, pardon me; indeed, I will

not forth.

Val, In truth la, go with me; and FU tell you ex-

cellent news of your husband.
ViR, O, good madam, there can be none yet.

Val . Verily, I do not jell with you ; there came news
from him laft night

ViR, indeed, madam?

R
3.
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Val, In carneft, it's true ; I heard a fenator fpeak it.

Thus it is :
— The Volcians have an army forth ; againft

whom Cominius the general is gone, with one part of
our Roman power : your lord, and Titus Lartius, are fet

down before their city Corioli ; they nothing doubt pre-

vailing, and to make it brief wars. This is true, on mine
honour; and fo, I pray, go with us.

Fir . Give me excufe, good madam ; I will obey you
in every thing hereafter.

Vol, Let her alone, lady ; as fhe is now, fhe will but

disease our better mirth.

Val. In troth, I think (he would:— Fare you well

then—Come, good fweetlady— Pr'ythee, Virgiliai turn

thy folemnnefs out o'door, and go along with us.

Fir . No : at a word, madam ; indeed, I muft not. I

wilh you much mirth.

Val. Well, then farewel. [Exeunt^

SCENE IV. Trenches l^efore Corioli,

Enter, ^with Drum and Colours, Marcius, Titus,
Officers, Soldiers, &c. to them, a Meflenger.

Mar . Yonder comes news A wager, they have met.

Tit. My horfe to yours, no.

Mar. 'Tis done.

9jr . Agreed

.

Mar. Say, has our general met the enemy?

Mef, They lye in view, but have not fpoke as yet.

Tir. So, the good horfe is mine.

Mar. ril buy him of you.

TIT. No, ril nor fell, nor give him : lend you him
I will.

For half a hundred years,— Summon the town*
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Mar. How far ofF lye these armies ?

Me/. Within this mile and half.

Mar. Then fhall we hear their 'larum, and they

ours.—
Now, Mars, I pr'ythee, make us quick in work

;

That we with fmoking fwords may march from hence.

To help our fielded friends ! — Come, blow thy blaft.—

Theyfound a Farley, Enter, upon the Walls^

fome Senators, and £>/^^rVolcians.
9"dlus Aufidius^ is he within your walls ?

I, 5. No, nor a man that fears you lefs than he.

That's leffer than a little. Hark, our drums

\^
Alarums heard*

Are bringing forth our youth : We'll break our walls.

Rather than they lhall pound us up : our gates.

Which yet feem (hut, we have but pin'd with ruQies

;

They'll open of themfelves. Hark you, far off;

\other Alarums*

There is Aujidius : lift, what work he makes
Amongft your cloven army.

Mar. O, they are at it.

TTT. Their noise be our inftru6lion.— Ladders, ho

!

71^^ Volcians enter, and pafs o^uer.

Mar. They fear us not, but iflue forth their city. ^
Now put your fhields before your hearts, and fight

With hearts more proof than fhields— Advance, brave

Titus :

They do difdain us much beyond our thoughts,

Which makes me fweat with wrath. — Come on, my
fellows ;

He that retires. Til take him for a Volctan^

And he ftiali feel mine edge. {E^ceunt^ as to the Fight.

R4
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Alarums. The Romans are beat hack. Re-enter

Marcius.
Mar . All the contagion of the fouth light on you.

You lhames of Rome, you ! Herds of boils and plagues

Plafter you o'er; that you may be abhor'd

Farther than feen, and one infe6l another

Againft the wind a mile ! You fouls of geefe.

That bear the lhapes of men, how have you run

From Haves that apes would beat ? P/uto and hell

!

All hurt behind ; backs red, and faces pale

With flight and agu'd fear ! Mend, and charge home,.

Or, by the fires of heaven, I'll leave the foe,

And make my wars on you : look to't : Come on

;

If you'll Hand fall, we'll beat them to their wives,

As they us to our trenches followed. [Exeunt^.

Alarums. TheFight reneuo*d. Enter^ in Retire

towards their City, //^^ Volcians ; Marcius, and
the Romans, prejfing them.

Mar . So, now the gates are ope :— Now prove good
feconds

:

'Tis for the followers fortune widens them.

Not for the fliers : Mark me, and do the like.

\charges theflying Enemy : Enters the

Gates 'with them ; and is Jhut in,

1 . R, Fool-hardinefs ; not I.

2. R. Nor 1.

I. i?. See, they have fliut him in.

all. To the pot, I warrant him. [Jlarum continues^.

Enter TIT vs lahKTLVS,

TI'T, What is become of Marcius ?

alL Slain, fir, doubtlefs.

1 . R* Following the fliers at the very heels,

4 Rome : you Heard of
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With them he enters : who, upon the fudden,

CI apt to their gates ; he is himfelf alone.

To anfwer all the city.

Tir. O noble fellow 1

Who, fenfible, out- dares his fenfelefs fword.

And, when it bows, ftands up ! Thou art left, Marclus:

A carbuncle entire, as big as thou art,

Were not fo rich a jewel. Thou waft a foldier

Even to Cato's wifh : not fierce and terrible

Only in ftrokes ; but, with thy grim looks, and
The thunder-like percufiion of thy founds.

Thou mad'ft thine enemies fhake, as if the world

Were feverous, and did tremble.

Re-enter Marcius bleeding, ajfaulted by the Enemy.

1 . R, Look, fir.

7IT. OyWsMardus:
Let's fetch him off, or make remain alike.

[Tbey fight, and all enter the City,

S CENE V. Within the Tonjon. A Street.

Enter certain Romans, ^ith Spoils.

1 . R, This will 1 carry to Rome,

2. R, And I this.

3. R. A murrain on't! I took this for filver.

^;?/^r Marcius, Titus, Officers, &c. and
a rumpet. Alarum afar of.

Mar . See here these movers, that do prize their hours

At a crack'd drachm ! Cufhions, leaden fpoons,

Irons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would
Bury with those that wore them, these bafe flaves.

Ere yet the fight be done, pack up Down with them.—

»

And hark, what noise the general makes 1 To him

:

5 fenfibly 6 ftand'ft 9 Calves
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There is the man of my fouFs hate, Aufidiusy

Piercing our Romans: Then, valiant Titus^ take

Convenient numbers to make good the city;

Whirft I, with those that have the fpirit, will hafte

To help Cominius,

TIT, Worthy fir, thou bleed'ft

;

Thy exercise hath been too violent for

A fecond courfe of fight.

MuiR, Sir, praise me not:

My work hath yet not warm'd me : Fare you welL
The blood I drop is rather physical

Than dangerous to me : To Aufidius thus

I will appear, and fight.

Tir. Now the fair goddefs, fortune.

Fall deep in love with thee ; and her great charms
Mifguide thy opposers* fwords 1 Bold gentleman,

Profperity be thy page

!

Mar. Thy friend no lefs

Than those fhe placeth higheft ! So, farewel.

TIT, Thou worthiefl Marcius /— [Exit Ma r ci u s.

Go, found thy trumpet in the market-place

;

Call thither all the officers of the town,

Where they fhall know our mind : Away. [Exeunt.

S CENE VI. Near the Camp Cominius.

Enter^ as in Retire, Coui^ivs, and his Forces

»

Com. Breath you, my friends; well fought: we are come
off

Like Romans, neither foolifh in our Hands,

Nor cowardly in retire : believe me, firs,

We fhall be charg'd again. Whiles we have flrook.

By interims, and conveying gufts, we have heard
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The charges of our friends : —Ye Roman gods.

Lead their fuccefTes as we wifh our own ;

That both our powers, with fmiling fronts encount'ring.

Enter a Meflenger.

May give you thankful facrifice 1 —Thy news ?

MeJ\ The citizens of Corioli have iffu'd.

And given to Lartius and to Marcius battle :

I faw our party to their trenches driven.

And then I came away.

Com. Though thou fpeak'fl: true,

Methinks, thou fpeak'ft not well. How long is't fince ?

Mef. Above an hour, my lord.

Com. *Tis not a mile ; briefly we heard their drums:

How could'ft thou in a mile confound an hour.

And bring thy news fo late ?

Me/. Spies of the Volcians

Held me in chace, that I was forc'd to wheel
Three or four miles about ; elfe had f, fir.

Half an hour fince brought my report.

^«/fr Marcius.
Com. Who's yonder.

That does appear as he were flea'd ? O gods!

He has the ftamp of Marcius ; and I have
Before-time feen him thus.

Mak. Come I too late?

Com. The fhepherd knows not thunder from a tabor^

More than I know the found of Marcius^ tongue
From every meaner man'iSf.

Mar. Come 1 too late?

Com. Ay, if you come not in the blood of others.

But mantl'd in your own.
Mak^ O, let me clip you.

« The Roman
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In arms as found, as when I woo'd ; in heart
As merry, as when our nuptial day was done,,

^nd tapers burnt to bedward.
Com. FJower of warriors.

How is't with Ti/us Lartius F

Mar. As with a man busy'd about decrees

:

Condemning fome to death, and fome to exile;

Ranfoming him, or pitying,, threat'ning the other;-

Holding Cortoll in the name of Rome,
Even like a fawning greyhound, in the leafh.

To let him flip at will.

Com. Where is that flave,

Which told me they had beat you to your trenches

Where is he r call him hither.

Mar. Let him alone,

He did inform the truth : But for our gentlemen.

The common file, (A plague ! Tribunes for them !)

The moufe ne'er fliunn'd the cat, as they did budge
From rafcals woife than they.

Com. But how prfevail'd you ?

Mar. Will the time ferve to tell ? I do not think-
Where is the enemy ? Are you lords o'the field ?

If not, why ceafe you 'till you are fo ?

Com Marcius^

We have at difadvantage fought ; and did

Retire, to win our purpose.

Mar. How lyes their battle ? Know you on what fide

They have plac'd their men of trull ?

Com. As I guefs, Marcius,

Their bands i'the vaward are the Antiatesy

Of their beft trud : o'er them Aufidius,

Their very heart of hope.

19 Antientsi
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Mjr, I do befeech you.

By all the battles wherein we have fought.

By the blood we have flied together, by the vows

We have made to endure friends, that you diredly

Set me again ft Aufidiusy and his Antiates

:

And that you not delay the present; but.

Filling the air with fwords advanced, and darts,

We prove this very hoar.

Com. Though I could wifh

You were conduced to a gentle bath,

And balms apply'd to you, yet dare i never

Deny your afking ; take your choice of those

That beft can aid your adion.

Mar. Those are they

That are moft willing:— If any fuch be here,

(As it were fin to doubt) that love this painting

Wherein you fee me fmear'd; if any fear

Leffer his perfon than an ill report

;

Jf any think, brave death outweighs bad life,

Ahd that his country's dearer than himfelf

;

Let him, alone, or many, if fo minded.

Wave thus to exprefs his dilposition.

And follow Marcius.

[
They allJhouty and nva^ve their S<words ; iah

, him up in their Arms, and caji up their Caps*

t3 me, alone!—Make you a fword of me?
If these (hews be not outward, which of you
But is four Volcians? None of you, but is

Able to bear againft the great Aufidius

A flueld as hard as his. A certain number
(Though thanks to all) muft 1 feleft ; the reft

Shall bear the businefs in fome other fight.

i8 LefTen *i Or fo many fo 3» feled from all :| The reft
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As cause will be obey'd. Please you to march i

And four lhall quickly draw out my command.
Which men are beft inclin'd.

Com, March on, my fellows

:

Make good this ollentation, and you fhall

Divide in all with us. [Drums. Exeunt,

SCENE VII. ne Gates of Corioli.

Titus Lartius, having fet a Guard upon

Corioli, going nvith Drum and Trumpet toward Cominius,
and Caius Marcius, Enters <with an Officer of the

Guardy his ouun Party, and a Scout.

Tit. So, let the ports be guarded : keep your duties.

As I have fet them down. If I do fend, difpatch

Those centuries to our aid ; the reft will ferve

For a Ihort holding : ifwe lose the field.

We cannot keep the town.

Off. Fear not our care, fir.

TiT. Hence, and fhut your gates upon us.—
Ourguider, come, to t\it Roman camp condud: us. [Ex.

SCENE VIIL Field of Battle,

between the Roman and Volcian Ca?nps. Alarums^

as of a Battlejoin'd: Enter, from opposite Sides

t

Marcius, and Aufidius.
Mar. I'll fight with none but thee ; for 1 do hate thee

Worfe than a promise-breaker.

JuF. We hate alike;

Not Jfrick holds a ferpent, I abhor
More than thy fame and envy : Fix thy foot.

Mar. Let the firft budger die the other's flave.

And the gods doom him after.
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AuP, If I &yy Mardusj
Halloo me like a hare,

MjiR . Within these three hours, Tu^ut^

Alone 1 fought in your CoriolP walls.

And made what work I pleased : 'Tis not my blood.

Wherein thou fee'ft me mafk'd ; for thy revenge.

Wrench up thy power to the higheft.

AuF, Wert thou the HeSlory

That was the whip of your brag'd progeny.

Thou fhould'fl not 'icape me here„
{They Jight ; and certain Volcians

cofne to the Aid of Aufidius.

Officious, and not valiant, you have lham'd me
In your condemned feconds.

[Exeuntfightings driven in 6y"Mar -

CIVS, Alarum. Retreat,

SCENE IX. The Roman Camp.

Flourijh. Enter^ from opposite Sides ^ Cominius, and
Romans ; M a r ci u s , uoith hisArm in a Scarf

and other Romans.
Com. If I fhould tell thee o'er this thy day's work,

Thou'lt not believe thy deeds : but Pil report it.

Where fenators fhall mingle tears with fmiles;

Where great patricians fhall attend, and Ihrug,

I* the end, admire; where ladies (hall be frighted.

And, gladly quak'd, hear more; where the dull tribunes.

That, with the fully plebeians, hate thine honours.

Shall fay, againft their hearts, We thank the gods^

Our Rome hath fuch a foldier !

Yet cam'ft thou to a morfel of this feaft.

Having fully din'd before.
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Enter Titus, and Poiver, from the Pur/utU
TiT, O general.

Here is the ileed, we the caparifons

!

Had'ft thou beheld—
Mar . Pray now, no more : my mother.

Who has a charter to extol her blood.

When fhe does praise me, grieves me. I have done^

As you have done; that's what 1 can: induced.

As you have alfo been ; that's for my country

:

He, that has but efFedled his good will.

Hath overta'en mine a6l.

Com. You fhall not be

The grave of your deserving ; Rome mull know
The value of her own : 'twere a concealment

Worfe than a theft, no lefs than a traducement.

To hide your doings ; and to filence that.

Which, to the fpire and top of praises vouch'd,

Would feem but modeft : Therefore, I befeech you,

(In fign of what you are, not to reward

What you have done) before our army hear me.
Mar, I have fome wounds upon me, and they fmart

To hear themfelves remember'd.

Com, Should they not,
°

Well might they fefter 'gainft ingratitude.

And tent themfelves with death. Of all the horfes,

(Whereof we have ta'en good, and good flore) of all

The treasure, in this field atchiev'd, and city,

W^e render you the tenth ; to be ta'en forth.

Before the common diftribution.

At your own choice.

Mar. I thank you, general;

But cannot make my heart confent ta take

30 your only choyfe



Coriolanus. 29

A bribe, to pay my fword : I do refuse it

;

And ftand upon my common part with those

That have upheld the doing.

\^Along Flourijh. They all cry^ Marcius, Marcius !

caft up their Caps ^ and Launces : Cominius, and
Titus Lartius, /land bare.

May these fame inftruments, which you profane.

Never found more ! When drums and trumpets fhall

1' the field prove flatterers, let courts and cities be

Made all of falfe-fac'd foothing ! When fteel grows
Soft as the parafit^'s filk, let hymns be made
>^n overture for the wars ! No more, I fay

:

For that I have not wafli'd my nose that bled.

Or foil'd fome debile wretch,— which, without note,

Here's many elfe have done,— you ihout me forth

}n acclamations hyperbolical;

As if 1 lov'd, my little ftiouid be dieted

With praises fauc'd with lies.

Com. Too modefl are you ;

More cruel to your good report, than grateful

To us that give you truly : by your patience,
,

If 'gainft yourfelf you be incenPd, we'll put you
(Like one that means his proper harm) in manacles.

Then reason fafely with you. —Therefore, be it known.
As to us, to all the world, that Caius Marcius

Wears this war's garland ; in token of the which.

My noble fteed, known to the camp, 1 give him.

With all his^trim belonging; and, from this time.

For what he did before Corioli, call him.

With all the applause and clamour of the hofl:,"- [er!

Cuius Marcius Coriolanus, Bear the addition nobly ev-

l^FlouriJh* Trumpets founds and Drums*

3 beheld 1 1 Let him be 3 » Marcus Caius

Vol. Vir. S
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itil, Caius Marcius CorioJanus

!

Mak, I will go vvafli

;

And when my face is fair, you fhall perceive

Whether I blufli, or no: Howbeit, I thank you:^
I mean to flride your fteed ; and, at all times.

To undercreft your good addition.

To the fairnefs of my power.

Com. So, to our tent

:

Where, ere we do repose us, we will write

To Rome of our fuccefs. —You, Titus Lartius^

Muft to Corioli back : fend us to Rome
The beft, with whom we may articulate.

For their own good, and ours.

Tir, I lhall, my lord.

Mar. The gods begin to mock me: I, that But now
Refused moft princely gifts, am bound to beg
Of my lord general.

Com. Take't ;
'tis yours : What is't ?

Mar. I fometime lay, here in Corioli^

At a moCt poor man's houfe ; he us'd me kindly

:

He cry'd to me ; I faw him prisoner;

But then Aufidim was within my view.

And wrath o'erwhelm'd my pity : I requell you
To give my poor hoft freedom.

Com. O, well beg'd!

Were he the butcher of my fon, he fhould

Be free, as is the wind :_ Deliver him, Titm.

TIT, Maraus, his name
Mar . By Jupiter, forgot

:

I am weary \ yea, my memory is tir'd : -«

Have we no wine here ?

Com. Go we to our tent:

I Marcus Cam
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The blood upon your visage dnes ; 'tis time

It fliould be loolf'd to : come. [Exemt.

SCENE X. ne Volc'mn Camp.

A J^lourijh, Cornets. E?2ter Avfidjvs, bloody

^

nfjith t^o or three Soldiers.

AvF. The town is ta'en.

I. S. 'Twill be delivered back
On good condition.

AvF, Condition!—
I would, I were a Romany for I cannot.

Being a Volce^ be that I am. Condition

!

What good condition can a treaty find

I' the part that is at mercy ?^ Five times, Marcius,

I have fought with thee; fo often haft thou beat me;
And would'ft do fo, I think, fliould we encounter
As often as we eat.— By the elements.

If e'er again I meet him beard to beard.

He's mine, or I am his : Mine emulation
Hath not that honour in't, it had ; for where
I thought to crufti him in an equal force.

True fword to fvvord, I'll potch at him fome way

;

Or wrath, or craft, may get him.
I. He's the devil. [son'd

AuF. Bolder, though not fo fubtle : My valour's poi-

With only fufFering llain by him ; for him
Shall fly out of itfelf: nor fleep, nor fandluary.

Being naked, flck ; nor fane, nor capitol.

The prayers of priefts, nor times of facriflce.

Embankments all of fury, fliall lift up
Their rotten priviledge and cufl:om 'gainft

My hate to Marcius ; where I find him, were it

30 Embarquements
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At home, upon my brother's guard, even there,

Againft the hofpitable canon, would I

Wafh my fierce hand in his heart. Go you to the citv;

Learn, how 'lis held ; and what they are, that muft
Be hoftages for Rome.

1, S, Will not you go?
j^uF. I am attended at the cyprefs grove:

I pray you,

('Tis fouth the city mills) bring me word thither

How the world goes ; that to the pace of it

I may fpur on my journey.

I. ^. I fhall, fir. [Exeunt.

Acr II.

SCENE I. Rome. J puhlick Place.

Enter Menenius, Brutus, and Sicinius.

Men. The augurer tells me, we fliall have news to-

night.

Bru. Good, or bad?

Men. Not according to the prayer of the people, for

they love not Maraus.

Sic. Nature teaches beafls to know their friends.

Men, Pray you, who does the wolf love ?

Sic. The lamb.

Men* Ay, to devour him; as the hungry plebeians

would the noble Marcius.

£ru. He's a lamb, indeed, that baes like a bear.

Men, He's a bear, indeed, that lives like a lamb. You
two are old men ; tell me one thing that I ihall afk you.

Tri. Well, fir.
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Men, In what enormity is Marcius poor, that you two
have not in abundance ?

Bru, He's poor in no one fault, but flor'd with all.

Sic, Efpecially, in pride.

Bru, And topping all others in boaft.

Men, This is ftrange now : Do you two know how
you are cenfured here in the city, I mean of us o' the

right hand file, do you f

Tri. Why, how are we cenfur'd ?

Men. Because you talk of pride now,—Will you not

be angry ?

Tri, Well, well, fir, well.

Men. Why, 'tis no great matter ; for a very Kttle thief

of occasion will rob you of a great deal of patience:

give your difpositions the reins, and be angry at your

pleasures; at the leaft, if you take it as a pleasure to you,

in being fo. You blame Maraus for being proud ?

Bru* We do it not alone, fir.

Men* I know, you can do very little alone ; for your
helps are many ; or elfe your alliens would grow won-
drous fingle : your abilities are too infant-like, for doing

much alone. You talk of pride : O, that you could turn

your eyes toward the napes of your necks, and make
but an interior furvey of your good felves ! o, that you
could

!

7W. What then, fir?

Men. Why, then you (hould difcover a brace ofa0 un-
meriting, proud, violent, tefty magittrates, (alias, fools)

as any in Rome*

Sic, Menenius, you are known well enough too.

Men , I am known to be a humorous patrician, and
one that loves a cup of hot wine with not a drop of al-

I poore in.

/
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laying Tiber in't : faid to be fomething imperfefl, in fa-

vouring the firfl: complaint; hafty, and tinder-like, upon
too trivial motion : one that converfes more with the but-

tock of the night, than with the forehead of the morn-
ing. What I think, J utter; and fpend my malice in my
breath : Meeting two fuch weal's-men as you are, (I can-

not call you Lycurguffes) if the drink you give me touch

my palate adverfly, I make a crooked face at it. I can-

not fay, your worfhips have delivered the matter well,

when I find the afs in compound with the major part of
your fyllables : and though I muft be content to bear with

those, that fay, you are reverend grave men ; yet they

lie deadly, that tell you, gou have good faces : Ifyou fee

this in the map of my microcosm, follows it that 1 am
known well enough too ? What harm can your biffon con-

ipeduities glean out of this charadler, if 1 be known well

enough tooi*

Bru, Come, fir, come, we know you well enough.

Meh, You know neither me, yourfelves, nor any
thing. You are ambitious for poor knaves' caps and legs

:

you wear out a good wholefome forenoon, in hearing a

cause between an orange-wife and a foffe t-feller ; and
then rejourn the controverfy of three-pence to a fecond

day ofaudience. When you are hearing a matter between

party and party, if you chance to be pinch'd with the

cholick, you make faces like mummers ; fet up the bloody

flag againfl all patience, and, in roaring for a chamber-

pot, difmifs the controverfy bleeding, the more entangled

by your hearing : all the peace you make in their cause,

is, calling both the parties knaves : You are a pair of

ilrange ones.

Bku. Come, come, you are well underflood to be a

15 beefome
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perfefler giber for the table, than a neceffary bencher in

the capitol.

Men Our very priefts muft become mockers, if

they (hall encounter fuch ridiculous fubjefls as you are.

When you fpeak beft unto the purpose, it is not worth

the waging of your beards ; and your beards deserve not

fo honourable a grave, as to (lufF a botcher's culhion, or

to be entomb'd in an afs's pack-faddle. Yet you muft be
faying, Marcius is proud; who, in a cheap efliination,

is worth all your predecefTors, fince Deucalion-, though,

peradventure, fome of the beft of them were hereditary

hangmen. Good e'en to your worfhips : more of your
,converfation would infe6l my brain, being the herdsmen
of the beaftly plebeians : I will be bold to take my leave

of you.

Entert haflily, Vo L u m n i a ,
V i r g i L i a ,

Valeria, and a great Cro-^vd of People :

Tribunes join the Croujd,

How now, my as fair as noble ladies, (and the moon,
were fhe earthly, no nobler) whither do you follow your
eyes fo faft ?

Vol, Honourable Meneniiis, my boy Marcius ap«
proaches ; for the love of Juno, let's go.

Men, Ha! Marcius coming home?
Vol, Ay, worthy Menenius ; and with moft profperous

approbation.

Men, Take my cap, Jupiter, and I thank thee : —Ho,
Marcius coming home I

ViR. Val. Nay, 'tis true.

Vol, Look,, here's ~\ a letter from him ; the ftate hath
another, his vvife another, and, I think, there's one at

home for you.

" God den

S4
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Men. I will make my very houfe reel to-night r —

A

letter for me ?

Fir. Yes, certain, there's a letter for you ; T faw it.

Men. a letter for me?— It gives nie an eftate of feven

years' health ; in which time, I will make a lip at the

physician : the moll fovereign prefcription in G^i/efj is

but emperic, and, to this preservative, of no better re-

port than a horfe-drench : —.Is he not wounded? he was
wont to come home wounded.

Fir, O, no, no, no.

FoL. O, he is wounded, T thank the gods for't.

Men. So do I too, if it be not too much : «_ Brings a*

vidory in his pocket? The wounds become Mm.
FoL . On's brows, Menenius ; he comes the third time

home with the oaken garland.

Men. Has he difciplin'd Aufidius foundly ?

FoL . Titus Lartius writes,— they fought together, but

Aufidius got off.

Men. And 'twas time for him too, I warrant him that

:

an' he had ftay'd by him, 1 would not have been fofidius^d^

for all the chefts in Corioli, and the gold that's in them.-^

Is the fenate possefs'd of this ?

FoL. Good ladies, let's go : _Yes, yes, yes : the fe-

nate has letters from the general, wherein he gives my
fon the whole name of the war : he hath in this adlion

outdone his former deeds doubly.

Fal, In troth, there's wondrous things fpoke of him.

Men. Wordrous ? ay, I warrant you, and not with-

out his true purchafing.

Fir. The gods grant them true !

FoL. True? povv, wow.
True? I'll be fworn they are true:—Where is he
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wounded ? God fave your good vvorHiIps I [to theTrihunes']

Marcius is coming home : he has more cause to be proud

:

Where is he wounded ?

Vol. Pthe fhoulder, and i'the left arm : There will

be large cicatrices to fhew the people, when he fliall ftand

for his place : He received, in the repulfe of Tarquin,

feven hurts i'the body.

. Men One i'the neck, and two i'the thigh,—There's

nine that T know.
Vol, He had, before this laft expedition, twenty five

wounds upon him.

Men. Now it's twenty feven : every gaOi was an ene-

my's grave : [Shout j and Flourijh^ ivithitiS^ Hark, the

trumpets.

Vol. These are the ufhers of Marcius: before him he
carries noise, and behind him he leaves tears :

Death, that dark fpirit, in's nervy arm doth lye

;

Which being advanc'd, declines, and then men die.

A Sennet, Trumpets.

Enter Co mini us the General, and T. Lartius ;

betn^een them, Coriolanus, croivn^d <with an oaken

Garland ; nvith Captains^ and Soldiers^ and a
Herald.

Her. Know, Home, that all alone Marcius did fight

Within CoriolP gates : where he hath won.
With fame, a name to Caius Marcius ; these

In honour follows notO, Coriolanus :^
Welcome to Rome, renown'd Coriolanus f

Shout. Flourijh.

all. Welcome to Rome, renown'd Coriolanus

!

Cor. No more of this, it does offend my heart;

pray now, no more.
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Com. Look, fir, your mother :
—

Cor. O,
You have, I know, petition'd all the gods

For my profperity. [^neels^

Vol. Nay, my good foldier, up

;

My gentle Marciusy worthy Caius, and
By deed-atchieving honour newly nam'd.
What is't, Coriolanusy mull I call thee ?

But, o, thy wife—
Cor. My gracious lilence, hail!

Would'ft thou have laugh'd, had I come coffin'd home.
That weep'll to fee me triumph ? Ah, my dear.

Such eyes the widows in Corioli wear.

And mothers that lack fons.

Men. Now the gods crown thee

!

CoR, And live you yet ?—O, my fweet lady, \to Val.]

pardon.

Vol. 1 know not where to turn O,welcome home;—
And welcome, general ; — And your welcome all.

Men, a hundred thousand welcomes : I could weep,

And I could laugh; I am light, and heavy: Welcome:
A curfe begin at very root oPs heart.

That is not glad to fee thee ! You are three.

That Rome fhould dote on : yet, by the faith of men.
We have fome old crab-trees here at home, that will not

Be grafted to your relifh. Yet welcome, warriors:

We call a nettle, but a nettle ; and
The faults of fools, but folly.

Com. Ever right.

Cor. Menenius, ever, ever.

Her. Give way there, and go on.

Cor. Your hand, and yours : [to his Wife^ andMother^
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Ere In our own houfe I do fhade my head.

The good patricians muft be visited ;

From whom I have receiv'd not only greetings.

But with them change of honours.

Vol. 1 have liv'd

To fee inherited my very wifhes.

And the buildings of my fancy :

Only there's one thing wanting, which, I doubt not.

But our Rome will caR upon thee.

Cor, Know, good mother,

I had rather be their fervant in my way.
Than fway with them in theirs.

Com, On, to the capitol. \FlouriJh. Ex, in Sfafe^ ashe^

fore, Tribunes comeforward,
Br u. All tongues fpeak ofhim, and the bleared fights

Are fpeiflacPd to fee him : Your pratling nurfe

Into a rapture lets her baby cry.

While fhe chats him : the kitchen raalkin pins

Her richeft lockram 'bout her reechy neck,

Clamb'ring the walls to eye him : ftalks, bulks, windows
Are fmother'd up, leads fill'd, and ridges horf'd

With variable complexions ; all agreeing

In earneftnefs to fee him : feld-lhown fiamens

Do prefs among the popular throngs, and pufF

To win a vulgar llation : our veil'd dames
Commit the war of white and damafk, in

Their nicely-gavvded cheeks, to the wanton fpoi)

Of Phcebus* burning kifles : fuch a pother,

As if that whatlbever god, who leads him,

Were flily crept into his human powers.

And gave him graceful adlion.

On the fudden.
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I warrant him conful.

Bru. Then oar office may,
During his power, go fleep.

Sic. He cannot temperately tranfport his honours
From where he fliould begin, and end ; but will

Lose those he hath won.
Bru. In that there's comfort.

Sic, Doubt not,

The commoners, for whom we ftand, but they.

Upon their ancient malice, will forget.

With the leaft cause, these his new honours ; which
That he will give them, make I as little queftion

As he is proud to do't.

Bru. 1 heard him fwear.

Were he to ftand for conful, never would he

Appear i'the market-place, nor on him put

The naplefs vefture of humility;

Nor, (hewing (as the manner is) his wounds
To the people, beg their ftinking breaths.

Sic. 'Tis right.

Bru. It was his word : O, he would mifs it, rather

Than carry it, but by the fuit of the gentry.

And the desire of the nobles.

Sic. I wilh no better,

Than have him hold that purpose, and to put it

In execution.

Bru. 'Tis moft like, he will.

Sic. It (hail be to him then, as our good wills,

A fure deflrudlion.

Bru. So it mull fall out

To him, or our authorities. For an end,"*

We muft fuggeft the people, in what hatred

Gentry to him.
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He ftill hath held them ; that, to his power, he would
Have made them mules, filenc'd their pleaders, and

Difproperty^d their freedoms : holding them.

In human adlion and capacity,

Of no more foul, nor fitnefs for the world.

Than camels in their war; who have their provender

Only for bearing burthens, and fore blows

For finking under them.

Sic. This, as you fay, fuggefted

At fome time when his foaring infolence

Shall reach the people, (which time fhall not want.

If he be put upon't ; and that's as easy.

As to fet dogs on fheep) will be as fire

To kindle their dry ftubble ; and their blaze

Shall darken him for ever.

E/2ter a Meffenger.

Bru. What's the matter ?

Mef, You are fen t for to the capitol; 'tis thought.

That Marcius (hall be conful : 1 have feen

The dumb men throng to fee him, and the blind

To hear him fpeak ; iLl)t matrons flung tijetr gloves.

Ladies and maids their fcarfs and handkerchiefs,

Upon him as he pafs'd : the nobles bended.

As to Jjqy^'s ftatue ; and the commons made
A fhower, and thunder, with their caps, and Ihouts:

1 never faw the like.

Bru. Let's to the capitol

;

And carry with us ears and eyes for the time.

But hearts for the event.

Sic, Have with you. \^Exeunt. ^

SCENE n. The fame. The Senate-Houfe.

6 Provand n teach >i be his lire
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Enter iivo OfHcers, laying CuJJoions.

1. O. Come, come, they are almoil: here ; How many
(land for confulfhips?

2. O. Three, they fay: but 'tis thought of everyone,

Coriolanus will carry it.

1. O. That's a brave fellow ; but he's vengeance
proud, and loves not the common people.

2. O. 'Faith, there have been many great men, that

have flatter'd the people, who ne'er loved them ; and
there be many that they have loved, they know not

wherefore : fo that, if they love they know not why,
they hate upon no better a ground : Therefore, for Co-

riolanus neither to care whether they love or hate him,

manifells the true knowledge he has in their difpositi-

on ; and, out of his noble carelefTnefs, |?e lets them plainly

fee't.

1 . O. If he did not care whether he had their love,

or no, he waved indifferently 'twixt doing them neither

good, nor harm : but he feeks their hate with greater

devotion than they can render it him; and leaves no-

thing undone, that may fully difcover him their oppo-

site : Now, to feem to alTe6l the malice and difpleasure

of the people, is as bad as that which he diflikes, to flat-

ter them for their love.

2. O. He hath deserved worthily of his country : And
his afcent is not by fuch easy degrees as theirs, who
have been fupple and courteous to the people, bonnet-

ted, without any further deed to heave them at all into

their eitimation and report : but he hath fo planted his

honours in their eyes, and his adlions in their hearts,

that for their tongues to be fllent, and not confefs fo

much, were a kind of ingrateful injury; to report other-

i6 as thofe *7 who having beene *8 to have them
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wise, were a Hialice, that, giving Itfelf the lie, would
pluck reproof and rebuke from every ear that heard it.

I. O. No more ofhim; he's a worthyman: Make way,

they are coming.

Sennet. Enter^ nvith LiSlors before themy

Cor lOL ANUS, Menenius, Cominius, diners other

Senators, Brutus, and SiciNius : Senators take their

Seats') Tribunes theirs by the7njelves.

Men. Having determin'd of the Volciansy and
To fend for Titus Lartius, it remains.

As the main point of this our after-meeting.

To gratify his noble fervice, that

Hath thus flood for his country: Therefore, please you,

Moft reverend and grave elders, to desire

The present conful, and laft general

In aur well-found fucceffes, to report

A little of that worthy work perform'd

By Caius Marcius Coriolanus ; whom
We are met here, both to thank, and to remember
With honours like himfelf. .

1 , S, Speak, good Cominius:

Leave nothing out for length ; and make us think.

Rather our Hate's defe£live for requital.

Than we to ftretch it out—Mafters o'the people.

We do requeft your kindeft ear; and> after.

Your loving motion toward the common body.

To yield what pafTes here.

Sic, We are convented

Upon a pleasing treaty ; and have hearts

Inclinable to honour and advance

The theme of our aflembly.

Bru, Which the rather
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We lliall be bleft to do, if he remember
A kinder value of the people, than

He hath hereto priz'd them at.

Men, That's off, that's off;

I would you rather had been iilent: Please you
To hear Cominius fpeak ?

Bru. Moft willingly

:

But yet my caution was more pertinent.

Than the rebuke you give it.

Men, He loves your people

;

But tye him not to be their bedfellow

Worthy Cominius^ fpeak: — Nay, keep your place.

\to Cor. ^ho rises, and is going out*

1 . 5. Sit, Coriolanus ; never fhame to hear

What you have nobly done.

Cor, Your honours' pardon;

I had rather have my wounds to heal again.

Than hear fay how 1 got them.

Bru, Sir, I hope,

My words dif-bench'd you not ?

Cor, No, fir: yet oft.

When blows have made me ftay, I fled from words.

Youfooth'd not, therefore hurt not: But, your people,"^

I love them as they weigh.

Men, Pray now, fit down. *

Cor, I had rather have one fcratch my head i'the fun, ^

When the alarum were ftruck, than idly fit

To hear my nothings monfter'd. \Exit Coriolanus.
Men, Mailers o'the people.

Your multiplying fpawn how can he flatter,

(That's thousand to one good one) when you now fee.

He had rather venture all his limbs for honour.
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Than one of's ears to hear it?— Proceed, Cominius,

Com. I ihall lack voice: the deeds of Conolams
Should not be utter'd feebly.— It is held,

That valour is the chiefeft virtue, and
Mod dignifies the haver : if it be.

The man I fpeak of cannot in the world

Be fingly counterpois'd. At fixteen years,

When Tarquin made a head for Rome^ he fought

Beyond the mark of others : our then didlator.

Whom with all praise I point at, faw him fight,

When with his Amazonian chin he drove

The brifli'd lips before him ; he beftrid

An o'er-preft Roman, and i'the conful's view
Slew three opposers ; Tarquins felf he met.

And ftruck him on his knee : in that day's feats.

When he might a£l the woman in the fcene,

He prov'd beft man i'thc field, and for his meed
Was brow- bound with the oak. His pupil age

Man-enter'd thus, he waxed like a fea

;

And, in the brunt of feventeen battles lince.

He lurch'd all fwords o'the garland. For this laft.

Before and in Corioli, let me fay,

I cannot fpeak him home : He ftopt the fliers

;

And, by his rare example, made the coward
Turn terror into fport : as waves before

A vefTel under fail, fo men obeyM,
And fell below his ftern : his fword, death's ftamp.

Where it did mark, it took from face to foot

:

He was a thing of blood, whose every motion
Was tim'd with dying cries : alone he enter'd

The mortal gate o'the city, which he painted

With Ihunlefs deftiny ; aidlefs came off,

I Than on ones Eares Shinne 27 ftcm;

VoL.ViK T
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And with a fudden re-inforcement flruck

Corioli, like a planet; Now all's his :

When by and by the din of war 'gan pierce

His ready fenfe : then llraight his doubPd fpirit

Re-quicken'd what in flefh was fatigate.

And to the battle came he; where he did

Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if

'Twere a perpetual fpoil : and, 'till we called

Both field and city ours, he never Hood
To ease his breaft with panting.

Men, Worthy man !

I . S. He cannot but with measure fit the honour*
Which we devise him.

Com. Ourfpoils he kick'd at;

And look'd upon things precious, as they were
The common muck o'the world : he covets lefs

Than misery itfelf would give ; rewards

His deeds with doing them ; and is content

To Ipend the time, to end it.

Men. He*s right noble

Le-t him be calTd for.

\. S. Call Coriola7ius,

I. O. He doth appear.

Re-enter Coriolanus.
Men. The fenate, Coriolanus^ are well pleas'd

To make thee conful.

Cor. I do owe them flill

My life, and fervices.

Men . It then remains.

That you do fpeak to the people.

Cor. I do befeech you,

Let me o'er-leap that cuftom ; for I cannot
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Put on the gown, ftand naked, and entreat them^

For my wounds' fake, to give their fufFrage : please you.

That 1 may pafs this doing.

Sic, Sir, the people

Muft have their voices ; neither will they bate

One jot of ceremony.

Men. Put them not to't : —
Pray you, go fit yoa to the cuftom ; and
Take to you, as your predeceffors have>

Your honour with your form.

Cor. It is a part

That I fhall blufli in afting, and might well

Be taken from the people,

£ru. Mark you that?

Cor. To brag unto them,—Thus I did, and thus;

Shew them the unaking fears, which 1 fhould hide.

As if I had received them- for the hire

Of their breath only

:

Men. Do not ftand upon't

We recommend to you, tribunes of the people.

Our purpose to them ; — and to our noble conful

Wifh we all joy and honour.

Sen. To Coriolanus come all joy and honour !

\¥louriJh, Exeunt Senators.

Bru. You fee how he intends to use the people.

Sic. May they perceive his intent ! He will require

them.

As if he did contemn what he requefted

Should be in them to give.

Bru. Come, we'll inform them
Of our proceedings here : on the market-place,

I know, they do attend us, S^Exeuntn
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SCENE III. Thefame. The Forum.

Enter a Number of Citizens.

1 . C. Once, if he do require our voices, we ought not

to deny him* - '

2. C. We may, fir, if we will.

3. C. We have power in ourfelves to do it, but it is

a power that we have no power to do : for if he fhew
OS his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we are to put our

tongues into those wounds, and fpeak for them ; fo, if

he tell us his noble deeds, we muft alfo tell him our no-

ble acceptance of them. Ingratitude is monftrous : and
for the multitude to be ingrateful, were to make a mon-
ger of the multitude ; of the which we being members,
fhould bring ourfelves to be monftrous members.

J . C. And to make us no better thought of, a Httle

help will ferve : for once, ttil)en we flood up about the

corn, he himfelf ftuck not to call us*^ the many-headed
multitude.

3. C. We have been call'd fo of many; not that our
heads are fome brown, feme black, fome auburn, fome
bald, but that our wits are fo diverfly coloured : and
truly, I think, if all our wits were to iflue out of one
fcull, they would fly eaft, weft, north, fouth ; and their

confent of one diredl way fhould be at once to all the

points o'the compafs.

2. C. Think you fo ? Which way do you judge my
wit would fly?

3. C. Nay, your wit will not fo foon out as another

man's will, 'tis ftrongly wedg'd up in a block-head; but

if it were at liberty, 'twould, fure, fouthward.

2. C. Why that way ?

a' Abram, fome
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3. C. To lose itfelf in a fog ; where being three parts

melted away with rotten dews, the fourth would return

for confcience fake, to help to get thee a wife,

2. C. You are never without your tricks : you may,
you may.

3. C. Are you all resolv'd to give your voices ? But
that's no matter, the greater part carries it. 1 fay, if he
would incline to the people, there was never a worthier

man. Here he comes, and in the gown of humility ;

£»/^r Goriolanus, ««^Menenius.
mark his behaviour : We are not to ftay all together, but

to come by him where he ftands, by one's, by two's,

and by three's : he's to make his requefts by particulars;

wherein every one of us has a fingle honour, in giving

him our own voices with our own tongues : therefore

follow me, and I'll dire£l you how you fhall go by him.
a//. Content, content. [Exeunt Citizens.

Men, O, fir, you are not right ; Have you not known.
The worthieft men have don't ?

Cor, What muft I fay?—
I pray^ fir,—Plague upon't ! I cannot bring

My tongue to fuch a pace :-Look, fir ; my wounds;
I got them in my country's fervice, when
Some certain of your brethren roar'd, and ran

From the noise of our own drums.
Men, O me, the gods

!

You muft not fpeak of that ; you muft desire them
To think upon you.

Cor Think upon me ? Hang ^em !

I would they would forget me, like the virtues

Which our divines lose by them.
Men. You'll mar all;

T3
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I'll leav6 you : Pray you, fpeak to 'em^ I pray you.

In wholfome manner. [Exu Menenhts,
Enter tivv of the Citizens.

Ca^. Bid them wa(h their faces,

And keep their teeth clean. _ So, here comes a brace:—
You know the cause, fir, of my {landing here.

1. C. We do, fir; tell us what hath brought you to't.

Cor, Mine own desert.

2. C Your own desert ?

Cor, Ay, not

Mine own desire.

I . C. How ! not your own desire ?

Cor, No, fir; 'twas never my desire yet

To trouble the poor with begging.

I. C. You muft think.

If we give you any thing, we hope to gain by you.

Cor, Well then, I pray, your price o'the confulfhip.^

1. C. The price is, 0r, to afk it kindly.

Cor, Kindly?

Sir, I pray, let me ha't: I have wounds to fhew you.

Which lhall be yours in private.—Your good voice, fir;

What fay you ?

2. C. You fhall have it, worthy fir. [^^g'^ *—
Cor, a match, fir -.—There's in all two vi'orthy voices

I have your alms ; Adieu.

1 . C. But this is fomething odd.

2. C. An 'twere to give again,— But 'tis no matter.

[ Exeunt these :

Enter t<wo other Citizens.

Cor, Pray you now, if it may fland with the tune of
your voices, that I may be conful, I have here the cuf-

tomary gown.

no mine
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I . C, You have deserv'd nobly of your country, and
you have not deserv'd nobly.

Cor, Your aenigma

?

1. C, You have been a fcourge to her enemies, you
h^ve been a rod to her friends; you have not, indeed,

loved the common people.

Cor. You fiiould account me the more virtuous, that

I have not been common in my love. I will, fir, flatter

my fworn brother the people, to earn a dearer eftimation

of them; 'tis a condition they account gentle: and fince

the wisdom of their choice is rather to have my hat than

my heart, I will pradife the infinuating nod, and be olF

to them moll counterfeitly ; that is, fir, I will counter-

feit the bewitchment of fome popular man, and give it

bountifully to the desirers : Therefore, befeech you, I

may be conful.

2. C. We hope to find you our friend ; and therefore

give you our voices heartily.

I. C. You have received many wounds for your coun-

try.

Cor. I will not feal your knowledge with (hewing

them. I will make much of your voices, and fo trouble

you no further.

1.2. The gods give you joy, fir, heartily I [Exeu/il.

Cor. Moft fweet voices !

Better it is to die, better to flarve,

Than crave the hire which firft we do deserve.

Why in this wolfifli gown Ihould I ftand here.

To beg of Hoi;, and Dic^, that does appear,

Their needlefs voices? Cuftom calls me to't:

What cuftom wills, in all things (hould we do't.

The duft on antique time would lye unfvyept.

30 Vouches
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And mountainous error be too highly heapt

For truth to over-peer. Rather than fool it fo.

Let the high office and the honour go
To one that would do thus. I am half through;
The one part fuffer'd, the other will I do.

Enter other Citizens.

Here come more voices.—
Your voices : for your voices I have fought,

Watch'd for your voices ; for your voices, bear

Of wounds two dozen antl odd ; battles thrice fix

I have feen, and heard of; for your voices, have

Done many things, fome lefs, fome more: your voices:

Indeed, I would be conful.

I.e. Be has done nobly, and cannot go without any
honeil man's voice.

2 C. Therefore let him be conful : The gods give

him joy, and make him a good friend to the people 1

all. Amen, amen—God fave thee, noble conful

!

CoR- Worthy voices ! [Exeunt Qiiiztns*

£»/^r Menenius, Brutus, <2/7^ Sicinius.

Mev. You have flood your limitation ; and the tri-

bunes

Endue you with the people's voice : Remains,
That, in the official marks invefled, you
Anon do meet the fenate.

Cor. Is this done

?

Sjc. The cuflom of requefl you have difcharg'd:

The people do admit you ; and are fummon'd
To meet anon, upon your approbation.

Cor. Where ? at the fenate-houfe ?

Sjc. There, Coriolanus.

Cor. May I t!?e« change these garments

?
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Sic, You may, fir.

Cor. That I'll ftraight do; and, knowing myfelf a«

gain,

Repair to the fenate-houfe.

Men, ril keep you company—Will you along?

£ru. We ftay here for the people.

Sic, Fare you well.

[Exeunt CoRiOLANus, /^WMenenius*
He has it now; and by his looks, methSnks,

'Tis warm at his heart.

Bru. With a proud heart he wore
His humble weeds : Will you difmifs the people ?

Re-enter Citizens.

Sic. How now, my mailers? have you chose this

man?
1. C, He has our voices, fir.

Bru, We pray the gods, he may deserve your loves,

2. C. Amen, fir: To my poor unworthy notice.

He moct'd us, when he beg'd our voices.

3^ C. Certainly,

He flouted us down-right.

1 . C. No, 'tis his kind of fpeech, he did not mock us.

2. C. Not one amongft us, fave yourfelf, but fays,

He us'd us fcornfully : he fhould have fhew'd us

His marks of merit, wounds received for his country*

Sic. Why, fo he did, I am fure.

a/L No, no man faw them.

3. C. He faid, he had wounds, which he could fhew
in private

;

And with his hat, thus waving it in fcorn,

/ ivouU be conful, fays he : aged cujioviy

But byyour 'voicesy muill notJo permit me

;
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Tour^voues therefore: When we granted that.

Here was, 1 thankyou for your ^oices^ thank you^

ITour mof fnjoeet voices: ncuu you ha^e left your voices,

I haue nofurther ^nth you :^'^2iS not this mockery?
Sic, Why, either, were you ignorant to fee't?

Or, feeing it, of fuch childilli friendlinefs

To yield your voices ?

Bru. Could you not have told him.

As you were lefTon'd,—When he had no power.
But was a petty fervant to the ftate.

He was your enemy; ever fpake againft

Your liberties, and the charters that you bear

J'the body of the weal : and now, arriving

A place of potency, and fway o'the Hate,

If he fhould ftill malignantly remain

Fail: foe to the Plebeii, your voices might

Be curfes to yourfelves : You fhould have faid.

That, as his worthy deeds did claim no lefs

Than what he flood fo^-; fo his gracious nature

Would think upon you for your voices, and

Tranflate his malice towards you into love,

Standing your friendly lord.

Sic. Thus to have faid,

As you were fore-advis'd, had touch'd his fpirit.

And try'd his inclination ; from him pluck'd

Either his gracious promise, v hich you might.

As cause had call'd you up, have held him to

;

Or elfe it would have gall'd his furly nature.

Which easily endures not article.

Tying him to ought ; fo, putting him to rage,

You Ihould have ta'en the advantage of his choler.

And pafT'd him uneleded.
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Bru. Did you perceive,

He did folicit you in free contempt,

When he did need your loves ; and do you thinfe.

That his contempt (hall not be bruising to you,

When he hath power to crufn ? Why, had your bodies

No heart among you ? Or had you tongues, to cry

Againft the redorfhip of judgment ?

Sic, Have you,

Ere now, deny'd the alker ? and, now again.

On him, that did not afk, but mock, beltow

Your tongues unfu'd-for ?

3. C, He is not confirm'd.

We may deny him yet.

2. C. And will deny him:
I'll have five hundred voices of that found.

I. C. I twice five hundred, and their friends to piece

^em.

Br u. Get you hence inftantly; and tell those friends,—'

They have chose a conful, that will from them take

Their liberties ; make them of no more voice

Than dogs, that are as often beat for barking,

As therefore kept to do fo.

Sic. Let them affemble ;

And, on a fafer judgment, all revoke
Your ignorant election : Enforce his pride.

And his old hate unto you : befides, forget not

With what contempt he wore the humble weed

;

How in his fuit he fcorn'd you : but your loves.

Thinking upon his fervices, took from you
The apprehenfion of his present portance.

Which gibingly, ungravely, he did falhion

After the inveterate hate he bears you.

10 of him II your fuM-for Tongues 31 Which moft gi-
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Bru. Lay
A fauly^n us, your tribunes; that we labour'd,

(No impediment between) but that you muft

Caft your ele6>ion on him.

Sic, Say, you chose him
More after our commandment, than as guided

By your own true afFedions • and that, your minds
Pre-occupy'd with what you rather muft do
Than what you (hould, made you againft the grain

To voice him conful : Lay the fault on us.

Bru. Ay, fpare us not : Say, we read le6lures to you.

How youngly he began to ferve his country,

How long continued : and what ftock he fprings of.

The noble houfe o'the Marcii ; from whence came
That Ancus Marcius^ Numa*s daughter's fon,

Who, after great HofiiUus, here was king

:

Of the fame houfe Publius and ^intus were.

That our beft water brought by conduits hither;

Snti Cenforittufl, tiarling of t!?e people,

And nobly nam'd fo for twice being cenfor.

Was his great anceftor.

Sic. One thus defcended.

That hath befide well in his perfon wrought
To be fet high in place, we did commend
To your remembrances : but you have found.

Scaling his present bearing with his paft.

That he*s your fixed enemy, and revoke

Your fudden approbation.

Bru, Say, you ne'er had don't,

(Harp on that ftill) but by our putting on :

And presently, when you have drawn your nunxbcr.

Repair to the capitol.

*4 Martian^
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alL We will fo : almoft all

Repent in their eledon. [Exeunt Citijtenfi,

Bru. Let them go on

;

This mutiny were better put in hazard.

Than ftay, paft doubt, for greater;

If, as his nature is, he fall in rage

With their refusal, both observe and anfwer

The vantage of his anger.

Sic. To the capitol, come ;

We will be there before the ftream o'the people

;

And this ftiall feem, as partly 'tis, their own,
Which We have goaded onward. [Exeunt

»

^Acr III.

SCENE I. Thefame, A Street.

Cornets. Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominius,
Titus Lartius, Senators, ^^^Z Patricians.

Cor, then had made new head ?

Tir, He had, my lord ; and that it was, which caus'd

Our fwifter composition.

Cor, So then the Volcians Hand but as at firft;

Ready, when time lhall prompt them, to make road
Upon us again.

Com. They are worn, lord conful, fo.

That we (hall hardly in our ages fee

Their banners wave again.

Cor, Saw y

0

u Aufidius

?

7ir, On fafe-guard he came to me ; and did curfe

Again ft the Volcians, for they had fo vilely

Yielded the town : he is retir'd to Antmm,
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CoR» Spoke he of me?
TiT, He did, my lord.

Cor, How? what?

Tir. How often he had met you, fword to fword:

That, of all things upon the earth, he hated

Your perfon moft : that he would pawn his fortunes

To hopelefs reftitution, fo he might

Be call'd your vanquifher.

Cor. At lives-he ? •

Tit, kt Antium.

Cor. I wiih I had a cause to feek him there.

To oppose his hatred fully. Welcome home.
Enter SiciNivs, an<^ Bkvtv s.

Behold ! these are the tribunes of the people.

The tongues o'the common mouth, I do defpise them:

For they do prank them in authority,

i\gainft all noble fulFerance.

Sic. Pafs jio further.

Cor. Ha! what is that?
^

£ru. It will be dangerous to go on : no further.

Cor, What makes this change?

Men. The matter?

Com, Hath he not pafT'd the nobles, and the com-
mons ?

Sru, Cominius, no.

Cor, Have 1 had children's voices ?

I . S. Tribunes, give way; he fhall to the market-place.

Bru. The people are incenf *d againft him :

Sic. Stop,

Or all will, fall in broil.

Cor, Are these your herd?-«

Muft these have voices, that can yield them now.

n Noble
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And ftraight difclaim their tongues ? —. What are your
offices ?

You being their mouths, why rule you not their teeth ?

Have you not fet them on ?

Men, Be calm, be calm.

Cor. It is a purposed thing, and grows by plot.

To curb the will of the nobility : _«

SufFer't, and live with fuch as cannot rule.

Nor ever will be rul'd.

Bru, Cairt not a plot:

The people cry, you mock'd them; and, of late.

When corn was given them gratis, you repin'd,

Scandal'd the fuppliants for the people, call'd them-^
Time-pleasers, flatterers, foes to noblenefs.

Cor, Why, this was known before.

Bru, Not to them all.

Cor, Have you inform'd them fince

?

Bru, How I I inform them

!

Cor, You are like to do fuch businefs,

Bru* Not unlike,

Each way, to better yours.

Cor , Why then fhould I be conful ? By yon' clouds.

Let me deserve fo ill as you, and make me
Your fellow tribune.

Sic. You fhow too much of that.

For which the people ftir : If you will pafs

To where you are bound, you muft enquire your way.
Which you are out of, with a gentler fpirit

;

Or never be fo noble as a conful.

Nor yoak with him for tribune.

Men, Let's be calm.

Com. Thepeopleareabus'd:—Seton Thispalt'ring

17 fithcnce 19 Coot. You
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Becomes not Rome', nor has Coriolanus

Deserv'd this fo diftionour'd rub, lay'd falfly

I*the plain way of his merit.

Cor. Tell me of corn !

This was my fpeech, and I will fpeak't again.

Meij* Not now, not now.

1 . 5, Not in this heat, fir, now.

Cor* Now, as 1 live, 1 will. — My nobler friendsi,

I crave their pardons : ^
For the mutable, rank-fcented many, let them
Regard me as I do not flatter, and

Therein behold themfelves : — 1 fay again.

In foothing them, we nourifh 'gainft our fenate

The cockle of rebellion, infolence, fedition.

Which we ourfelves have plow'd for, fow'd and fcatter'da

By mingling them with us, the honoured number j

Who lack not virtue, no, nor power, but that

Which they have given to beggars.

M^if* Well, no more.

1 , S» No more words, we befeech you.

CoR^ How 1 no more ?

As for my country 1 have flied my blood.

Not fearing outward force, fo lhall my lungs

Coin words 'till their decay, againft those meazels.

Which we difdain Ihould tetter us, yet fought

The very way to catch them.

Bru* You fpeak o'the people.

As if you were a god to punifh, not

A Jman of their infirmity.

Sic, 'Twere well,

We let the people know't.

Men, What, what? his choler?

"^ Meynie,
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Cor. Choler!

Were I as patient as the midnight fleepi

By Jo'vej 'twould be my mind.

Sic. It is a mind,

That fliall remain a poison where it is,

Not poison any further.

Cor, Shall remain !

—

Hear you this Triton of the minnows? mark you
His ablblute Jhall?

Com. 'Twas from the canon*

Cor. Shall!^
O good, but moft unwise patricians, why.
You grave but recklefs fenators, Lave you thus

Given Hydra here to choose an officer,

That w'th his peremptory fl?all, being but

The horn and noise o'the monller, wants not fpirit

To fay, he'll turn your current in a ditch.

And make your channel his ? If they have power.
Let them have cufhions by you ; if none, awake
Your dangerous lenity: if you are learned.

Be not as common fools ; if you are not.

Then vail your ignorance. You are plebeians,

Jf they be fenators : and they are no lefs.

When, both your voices blended, the great'ft tafte

Moft palates theirs. They choose their magiftrate

;

And fuch a one as he, who puts his JhalU

His popular JhalU againft a graver bench
Than ever frown'd in Greece, By Jo^ve himfelf.

It makes the confuls bafe . and my foul akes,

To know, when two authorities are up.

Neither fupream, how foon confusion

May enter *twixt the gap of both, and take

O God ! 1 8 If he have v. iVb/f,

VoL.VIL U
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The one by the other.

Com. Well, on to the market-place.

Cor, Whoever gave that counlel, to give forth

The corn o'the liore-houfe gratis, as 'twas us'd

Sometime in Greece,—
Men. Well, well, no more of that.

Cor, (Though there the people had more abfolute

power)

1 fay, they nourifli'd difobedience, fed

The ruin of the ftate :

Bru, Why, lhall the people give

One, that fpeaks thus, their voice ?

Cor. ril give my reasons,

More worthier than their voices. They know, the corn
Was not our recompence ; refting well afTur'd

They ne'er did fervice for't : Being prelT'd to the war,

Even when the navel of the ftate v^'as touch'd.

They would not thread the gates : this kind of fervice

Did not deserve corn gratis : Being in the war.

Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they fhew'd

Moil: valour, fpoke not for them : The accusation

W^hich they have often made againft the fenate.

All cause unborn, could never be the native

Of our fo frank donation. Well, what then ?

How fhall this bosom multiply'd digeft

The fenate's courtefy ? Let deeds exprefs

What's like to be their words : l^Fe did requeji it ;

JVe are the greater poll, and in truefear

^bey ga've us our demands : Thus we debafe

The nature of our feats, and make the rabble

Call our cares, fears : which will in time

Break ope the locks o'the fenate, and bring in
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The crows to peck the eagles.

Men> Come, enough.
Bru. Enough, with over-measure.

Cor, No, take more :

What may be fworn by, both divine and human.
Seal what I end withall ! This double worfhip,—
Where one part does difdain with cause, the other

Infult without all reason; where gentry, title, wisdom
Gannot conclude, but by the yea and no
Of general ignorance,— it muft omit
Real neceffities, and give way the while
To unliable flightnefs : purpose fo bar'd, it follows,

Nothing is done to purpose : Therefore, befeech you,""*

You that will be lefs fearful than difcreet;

That love the fundamental part of flate,

More than you doubt the change oft; that prefer

A noble life before a long, and wifh

To vamp a body with a dangerous physic.

That's fure of death without it,— at once pluck out
The multitudinous tongue, let them not lick

The fweet which is their poison : Your difhonour

Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the ftate

Of that integrity which fhould become't;
Not having power to do the good it would.
For the ill which doth controul't.

Bru. He has faid enough.
Sic. He has fpoken like a traitor, and fhall anfwer

As traitors do.

Cor, Thau wretch! defpight o'er-whelm thee!—

.

What fhould the people do with these bald tribunes ?

On whom depending, their obedience fails

To the greater bench : In a rebellion,

7 Whereon part To jumpe a

U z
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When what's -not meet, but what jnuft be, was law.

Then were they chosen ; in a better hour.

Let what is meet, be faid, it mud be meet.

And throw their power i'the dull.

Bru, Manifeft treason

:

Sic. This a conful? no.

Bru. The aediles, hoi — Let him be apprehended.
Sic. Go, call the people: Brutus.] in whose

name, myfelf

Attach thee, as a traitorous innovator,

A foe to the publick weal : Obey, 1 charge thee,

And follow to thine anfwer.

Cor. Hence, old goat.

all. We'll furety him.

Com. aged fir, hands off.

Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or I lhall fhake thy bones
Out of thy garments.

Sic. Help me, citizens.

Re-enter Brutus, njuith ^dlles, an^
Ja nxjhole Rabble of Citizens,

I/Ili^. On both fides more refped.

Sic. Here's he, that would
Take from you all your power.

Bru. Seize him, aediles.

Cit. Down with him, down with him

!

2. S. Weapons, weapons, weapons

!

\they all bujile about Coriolanus*

1. %. Tribunes, patricians, citizens ! what ho!

Siciniusy BrutuSy Coriolanus^ citizens !

all. Peace, peace, peace, ftay, hold, peace

!

Men. What is about to be? 1 am out of breath;

Confusion's near; I cannot fpeak:_You, tribunes

'8 Helpe ye Cidzcns



Coriolanus, 65

To the people,^ Coriolanus, patience :—
Speak, good Sicinius,

Sic, Hear me, people ; peace. [fpeak.

C/>. Let's hear our tribune ; peace :— Speak, fpeak.

Sic, You are at point to lose your liberties

:

tardus would have all from you ; Marciusy

Whom late you chose for conful.

Men, Fie, fie, fie

!

This is the way to kindle, not to quench.

I. S. To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat.

Sic, What is the city, but the people ?

Cit. True,
The people are the city.

Bru, By the confent of all, we were eftablilh'd

The people's magiflrates.

Sen, You fo remain.

Men, And fo are like to do.

Cor. That is the way to lay the city flat;

To bring the roof to the foundation ;

And bury all, which yet diftindly ranges.

In heaps and piles of ruin.

Sic, This deserves death.

Brv, Or let us ftand to our authority,

Or let us lose it ; _We do here pronounce,

Upon the part o'the people, in whose power
We were eledled theirs, Marcius is worthy
Of present death.

Sic. Therefore, lay hold ofhim;
Bear him to the rock Tarpeiariy and from thence
Into deftruftion caft him
Bru, ^diles, feize him.
C/V. Yield, Marcius^ yield,

U 3
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Men, Hear me one word, befeech you,

^OOti tribunes, hear me but a word.

JSiir Peace, peace.

Men. Be that you feem, truly your country's friend,.

And temperately proceed to what you would
Thus violently redrefs.

Bru, Sir, those cold ways.

That feem like prudent helps, are very pois'nous

Where the disease is violent ; — Lay hands upon him^
And bear him to the rock.

Cor. No ; I'll die here, [^ra^i/ig his Snjuord.

There's fome among you have beheld me fighting

;

Come, try upon yourielves what you have feen me.
Men. Down with that fword ^ Tribunes, withdraw

a while.

Bru. Lay hands upon him.

Men, Help, |)elp Maraz//.' help.

You that be noble ; help him, young, and old

!

Cit, Down with him, down with him

!

great Mutiny : Tribunes, ^diles, and
People are beat in.

Men, Go, get you to your houfe; be gone, away.
All wilt be naught elfe.

Com, Get you gone.

2. S, Stand fall

;

We have as many friends as enemies.

Men, Shall it be put to that?

I . S. The gods forbid !

I pry'thee, noble friend, home to thy houfe;
Leave us to cure this cause.

Men. For 'tis a fore.

You cannot tent yourfelf ; Be gone, befeech youc

to our 2.4 V. Nots, SI Sore upon us.
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Com, Come, iir, along with us.

Men, I would they were barbarians, (as they are.

Though in RomeXittQx'A;) not Romans, (as they are not,

Though calv'd i'the porch o'the capitoI.)—Be gone;

Put not your worthy rage into your tongue

;

One time will owe another.

CoR^ On fair ground,

I could beat forty of them.
Men. I could myfelf

Take up a bra^e o'the beft ; yea, the two tribunes.

Com, But now 'tis odds beyond arithmetick;

And manhood is call'd foolery, when it ilands

Againft a falling fabrick. —.Will you hence.

Before the tag return? whose rage doth rend

Like interrupted waters, and o'er-bear

What they are us'd to bear.

Men, Pray you, be gone

:

I'll try if my old wit be in requeft

With those that have but little ; this mull be patched

With cloth of any colour.

Com, Nay, come away.

[Exeunt CoR. Com. and Oilers.

1. P. This man has mar'd his fortune.

Men, His nature is too noble for the world

:

He would not flatter Neptune for his trident,

Orjo've for his power to thunder. His heart's his mouth :

What his breafl forges, that his tongue muft vent

;

And, being angry, does forget that ever

He heard the name of death. [Noise within.

Here's goodly work !
"

I . P. I would they were a-bed ! ^ [ance,

Men, I would they were in Tiber! What the venge-

»o beft of them, trie whether my

u 4
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Could he not fpeak 'em fair?

Enter Brutus, and SiciNius, 'witb

the Rabble^ again,

Sic, Where is this viper.

That vvouid depopulate the city, and

Be ev ry maa himielf?

AIen, You worthy tribunes,

—

Sic He fhall be thrown down the Tarpeian rock

With rigorous bands; he hath resided law,

And therefore law lhall fcorn him further trial

Than tht- fevt rity of the public power.
Which he fo fets at nought.

I. C. He fnall well know.
The noble tribunes are the people's mouths.

And we their hands.

Cit. He fhall, fure, out.

Men. Sirs,—

Sic. Peace.

Men. Do not cry, havock, where you ftiould but hunt

With modeft warrant.

Sic, Sir, how comes't, that you
Have holp to make this refcue.

Men. Hear me fpeak :—
As I do know the confuPs vvorthlnefs.

So can I name his faults

:

Sjc Conful I what conful ?

Men. The conful Coriolanus.

Bru. He l])Z conful

!

Cit. No, no, no, no, no.

Men. If, by the tribunes'leave,andyours,good people,
I may be heard, I'd crave a word or two ;

The which fhall turn you to no further harm,

17 Sir, fir.
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Than fo much lofs of time.

Sic. Speak briefly then ;

For we are peremptory, to difpatch

This viperous traitor, to eje<5l him hence.

Were but one danger; and, to keep him here.

Our certain death ; therefore, it is decreed.

He dies to-night.

Men. Now the good gods forbid.

That our renowned Rome^ whose gratitude

Towards her deserving chiidren is enroPd

In Joke's own book, like an unnatural dam
Should now eat up her own

!

Sic, He*s a disease, that mull be cut away.

Men. O, he's a limb, that has but a disease;

Mortal, to cut it off ; to cure it, easy.

What has he done to Romey that's worthy death ?

Killing our enemies ? The blood he hath loft,

(Which, I dare vouch, is more than that he hath.

By many an ounce) he drop'd it for his country

:

And, what is left, to lose it by his country.

Were to us all, that do't, and fuffer it,

A brand to the end o*the world.

Sic. This is clean kam.
Brv, Meerly awry : When he did love his country.

It honour'd him.

Men. The fervice of the foot

Being once gangren'd, is not then refpefted

For what before it was ;
—

BrUs We'll hear no more
Purfue him to his houfe, and pluck him thence \

Left his infedlion, being of catching nature,

Spread further.

defervcd 17 Enemies, the
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Men, One word more, one word.

This tiger-footed rage, when it lhall find

The harm of unfcan'd fwiftnefs, will, too late,

Tye leaden pounds to's heels. Proceed by procefs ;

Left parties (as he is belov'd) break out.

And fack great Rome with Romans.

Bru. If it were fo ?

Sic, What do ye talk?

Have we not had a tafte of his obedience ?

Our aediles fmot? ourfelves resifted ?—Come :

Men, Confider this;— He has been bred i'the wars

Since he could draw a fword, and is ill fchool'd

In bolted language ; meal and bran together

He throws without diftinftion. Give me leave,

I'll go to him, and undertake to bring him
Where he fhall anfwer, by a lawful form,

(In peace) to his utmoft peril.

1. S, Noble tribunes.

It is the humane way : the other courfe

Will prove too bloody ; and the end of it

Unknown to the beginning.

Sic, Noble Mef2e?2ius.

Be you then as the people's officer : ^
Mafters, lay down your weapons.

Bru, Go not home.
Sic, Meet on the market-place : -.We'll attend you

there

:

Where if you bring not Marcius, we^ll proceed

In our firil: way.

Me^/, I'll bring him to you : — Let me
Desire your company : He muft come, or what
Is worft'will follow.

' X him in peace.
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I . S, Pray you, let us ta him*

7^

[Exeunt,

SCENE II. ne fame. A Hall im Cor'ioX^nvLs's Hou/e,

Enter Cofiiolanus, Patricians.

Cor, Let them pull all about mine ears; present me
Death on the wheel, or at wild horfes' heels;

Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock,

That the precipitation might down flretch

Below the beam of fight, yet will 1 ftill

Be thus to them.

Enter Vo L uM n i a ,

Pat, You do the nobler.

Cor, I muse, my mother
Does not approve me further, who was wont
To call them woollen vafTals, things created

To buy and fell with groats ; to fhew bare head*

In congregations, to yawn, be ftill, and wonder.
When one but of my ordinance flood up
To fpeak of peace, or war : t talk of you

;

Why did you wifh me milder? Would you have me
Falfe to my nature ? Rather fay, I play

jfl^obL^ the man 1 am.
/^ox. O, fir, fir, fir,

I would have had you put your power well on.
Before you had worn it out.

Cor, Woty iet it go.

FoL, You might have been enough the man you are,

With Uriving lefs to be fo • Leffer had been
The thwartings of your difpositions, if

You had not ihew'd them how you were difpos'd

Jlre they lacked power to crofs you.

Cor. Let them hang.

»9 The things of
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foL* Ay, and burn too.

Enttr Men'en'ius, ajt// Senators.

^yr.v. Ccme, come^yoa have been too rough, fome-

thing too rough

;

You mull return, ar.d mend it.

T . 5'. There's no remedy ;

Unlers, by not fo doing, our good city

Cjeave in the mid it, and perifli.

Vol. Pray, be counferd:

I have a heart as little apt as yours

;

But yet a brain, that leads my ufe of anger
To better vantage.

Afe^ Well faid, noble woman

:

Before he fhonld thus ftoop to the herd, but that

The violent fit o'the time craves it as physick

For the whole ftate, I would put mine armour on*

^^'hich I can fcarcely bear.

Co J?. What muft I dor
Mev. Return to the tribunes.

Cor. WeU,
What then r what then ?

Men, Repent what you have fpoke.

Co J?. For them ? I cannot do it to the gods;

Muft I then do't to them ?

Vol, You al-e too abfolute;

Though therein you can never be too noble.

But when extremities fpeak. I have heard you fey,

Honour and polic}', like unfever'd friends,

Tthe war do grew together : Grant that, and tell me.
In peace, what each of them by the other lose.

That they combine not there ?

CoK, Tofli, tuOi!

14 tc'th* hearr.
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Me If, A good demand.

FoL. If it be honour, in your wars, to feem

The fame you are not, (which, for your beft ends.

You adopt your policy) how is it lefs, or worfe.

That it fliall hold companionfhip in peace

With honour, as in war ; fince that to both

It Hands in like requefl ?

Cor, Why force you this ?

Vol* Because,

That now it lies on you to fpeak to the people

:

Not by your own inilrudlion, nor by the matter

Which your heart prompts you to ; but with fuch words,

That are but rooted in your tongue, but baftards.

Of no alliance to your bosom's truth.

Now, this no more diilionours you at all, 4^

Than to take in a town with gentle words, ^ -

Which elfe would put you to your fortune, and
The hazard of much blood,

I would diiTemble with my nature, where
My fortunes, and my friends, at flake, required

I Ihould do fo in honour : I am in this.

Your wife, your fon, these fenators, the nobles;

And you will rather fhew our general louts

How you can frown, then fpend a fawn upon 'em.

For the inheritance of their loves, and fafe -guard

Of what that want might ruin.

Men, Noble lady !—
Come, go with us ; fpeak fair: you may falve foj

Not what is dangerous present, but the lofs

Of what is pall.

FoL. I pry'thee now, my fon,

Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand ;

14 allowance
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And thus far having flretch'd it, (here "f be with them)
Thy knee bufiing the ilones, (for in fuch businefs

Action is eloq-jence, and the eyes of the ignorant

More learned than the ears) \va\Tng thv head.

And often, thus, coireding thy ftout heart.

Now homble as the ripeft mulberry.

That uill not hold the handling : Or, fay to them,*—

Thou art their foldier, and, being bred in broils,

Haft not the foft way, which, thou doft confefs.

Were fit for thee to use, as they to claim,

In alking their good loves ; but thou wilt frame
Thyfelf, forfooth, hereafter theirs, fo far

As thou haft power, and perfon.

Miy. This but done,

Evqp as fhe fpeaks it, why, their hearts were yours

:

F^ltthey have pardons, being afk'd, as free

As words to little purpose.

FcL . Pry' thee now.
Go, and be rul'd: although, I know, thou hadft rather

Follow thine eremy in a fiery gulf.

Than £a:ter him in a bower. Here is Ccminius.

Enter CoMiMUS.
Com. T have been i'the market-place: and, fir, 'ds fit

Vou make ilrong party, or defend yourfelf

By calmnefs, or by abfence; all's in anger.

Men. Only fair fpeech :

Com. I think, 'twill ferve, if he

Can thereto frame his fpirit.

FoL, He maft, and will :

Pry*thee now, (ay, you \^nll, and go about it. [I,

Cor. Mnft I go fliew them my unbarb'd fconce: Muft
With my bafe tongue, give to my noble Ueart

5 Which oftca
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A He, that It mufl: bear? Well, I will do't:

Yet were there but this fingle plot to lose,

This mould of Marcius, they to dull fhould grind it.

And throw't againll: the wind. _To the market-place:_
You have put me now to fuch a part, which never

1 fhall difcharge to the life.

Com, Come, come, v/e'll prompt you.

Vol. I pry'thee now, fweet fon ; as thou haft faid.

My praises made thee lirft a foldier, fo,

To have my praise for this, perform a part

Thou haft not done before.

Cor, Well, I muft do't: —
Away, my difposition, and possefs me
Some harlot's fpirit: My throat of w^ar be turn'd.

Which quired with my drum, into a pipe

Small as an eunuch, or the virgin voice

That babies lulls afteep: The fmiles of knaves

Tent in my cheeks ; and fchool-boy's tears take up
The glafles of my fight : A beggar's tongue

Make motion through my lips; and my arm'd knees.

Who bow'd but in my ftirrop, bend like his

That hath receiv'd an alms :— I will not do't;

Leftlfurceafe to honour mine own truth.

And, by my body's aftion, teach my mind
A moft inherent bafenefs.

Foi., At thy choice then :

To beg of thee, it is my more difhonour.

Than thou of them. Come all to ruin; let

Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear

Thy dangerous ftoutnefs : for I mock at death

With as big heart as thou. Do as thou lift.

Thy vaUantnefs was mine, thou fuck'dft it from me;

17 lull
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But own thy pnde thyfelf.

Cor. Pray, be corter.t

;

Mother, I am going to che market-place;

Chide me no more. Til mountebank their loves,

Cog their hearts from then', and come home belov'd

Of all the trades in Rome. Look, I am going

:

Commend m.e to my wife. I'll return conful

;

Or never truit to what my tongue can do,

I'the wav of ficUtery, further.

F'JL. Do your will. [Exif.

CcM, Away, the tribunes do attend you : arm yourfelf

To anfwer mildly ; for they are prepared

With accusations, as 1 hear, more Ibong
Than are upon you yet.

Co J?. The word is, mildly : .—Pray you, let us go:
Let them accuse me by invention, 1

Will anfwer in mine honour.

Men» Ay. but mildly.

Cor, Well, mildly be it then; mildly: [Exeunt.

SCENE III. ne fame. TkeYoixxm,

Enter SiciNius, c/?/? Brutus.
Brv, In this point chaige him home, that he affedli

Tyrannical power: If he evade us there,

]nforce him with his envy to the people;

And that the fpoil, got on the Jmiates,

Was ne'er diftributed.

—

Enter an lEAWt,

What, will he come ?

jEdi, He's coming.

Br u . How accom pany'd ?

j^at. With old Menenius, and those fenators
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That always favourM him.

Sic. Have you a catalogue

Of all the voices that we have procured.

Set down by the poll ?

^^i, I have; 'tis ready.

Sic. Have you
Collefted them by tribes ?

jE^^L I have ; 'tis ready,

Aflemble presently the people hither s

And when they hear me fay, // ^all be foy

Pthe right andftrength o*the commons y be it either

For death, for line, or banifhment, then let them,

If I fay, fine, cry, fne, if, death, cry, death'.

Infilling on the old prerogative.

And power i'the truth o'the cause.

jEdi. 1 lhall inform them.

Bru, And when fuch time they have begun to cry,

Let them not ceafe, but with a din confus'd

Inforce the present execution

Of what we chance to fentence.

^di. Very well.

Sic. Make them be ftrong, and ready for this hint,

When we lhall hap to give't them.

Bru. Go, about it.— [ExitJEiilQ^

Put him to choler ftraight: He hath been us'd

Ever to conquer, and to have his 'worth

Of contradiction : being once chaPd, he cannot

Be rein'd again to temperance; then he fpeaks

What's in his heart ; and that is there, which lookj
With us to break his neck.

Sic. Well, here he comes.

Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominiu5,

Vol. VIL
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Senators, an(^ Patricians,

Calmly, I do befeech you.

Cor, Ay, as an oilier, that for the poorefi piece

Will bear the knave by the volume, The honour'd gods

Keep Rome in fafety, and the chairs of juftice

Supply'd with worthy men I plant love among us I

Throng our large temples with the fhews of peace.

And not our llreets with war

!

I. 5, Amen, amen.

ikf£iv. A noble wifh.

Re-enter iEdile, ^ith Citizens,

Sic, Draw near, ye people.

^di* Lift to your tribunes ; audience

:

Peace, I fay.

CoK, Firft, hear me fpeak.

iTr/. Well, fay Peace, ho.

Co J? . Shall I be charg'd no further than this present ?

Muft all determine here?

Sic, I do demand.
If you fubmit you to the people's voices,

Allow their officers, and are content

To {w^tr lawful cenfure for fuch faults

As fhall be prov'd upon you ?

Coi?. I am content.

Met^i, Lo, citizens, he fays, he Is content

:

The warlike fervice he has done, confider ; think

Upon the wounds his body bears, which fhew

Like graves i'the holy church-yard.

Cor. Scratches with briars.

Scars to move laughter only.

Mm, Confider further,

That when he fpeaks not like a citizen.

7 Through our
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You find him like a foldier : Do not take

His rougher accents for malicious founds

;

But, as 1 fdy, fuch as become a foldier.

Rather than envy you.

Com. Well, well, no more. [To CoJr.

Cor, 31 toill:—What is the matter.

That being pall for conful with full voice,

I am fo difhonour'd, that the very hour

You take it off again ?

Sic, Anfwer to us.

Cor. Say then: 'tis true, I ought fo.

Sic . We charge you, that you have conti iv'd to take

From Rome all feason'd office, and to wind
Yourfelf into a power tyrannical

;

For which, you are a traitor to the people.

Cor, How '.Traitor?

Men. Nay; temperately: your promise.

Cor. The fires i'the loweft hell fold in the people!
Call me their traitor ! «.Thou injurious tribune.

Within thine eyes fat twenty thousand deaths,

Tn thy hands clutch'd as many millions, in

Thy lying tongue both numbers, I would fay.

Thou ly'3, unto thee, with a voice as free

As I do pray the gods.

Sic. Mark you this, people?

Cit. To the rock with him ! to the rock with him

!

Sic. Peace.

We need not put new matter to his charge

:

What you have feen him do, and heard him fpeak.

Beating your officers, curfing yourfelves.

Opposing laws with ftrokes, and here defying

Those whose great power mud try him ; even this,

X z
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So criminal, and in fuch capital kind.

Deserves the extreamell death :

Bru, But fince he hath

Serv'd well for Romer^
CoR^ What do you prate of fervice I
Bru, I talk of that, that know it.

Cor. You?
Men, Is this

The promise that you made your mother ?

Com. Know,
I pray you,

—

Cor, ni know no further:

Let them pronounce the fleep Tarpeian deaths

Vagabond exile, fleaing, pent to linger

But with a grain a day, I would not buy
Their mercy at the price of one fair word;
Nor check my courage for what they can give.

To havc't with faying. Good morrow.
5jc. For that he has

(As much as in him lies) from time to time

Envy'd againft the people, feeking means
To pluck away their power; has now at lafl

Given hoftile ftrokes, and that not in the presence

Of dreaded juftice, but on the minifters

That do diftribute it; In the name o'the people.

And in the power of us the tribunes, we.

Even from this inftant, banifh him our city

;

In peril of precipitation

From off the rock Tarpeian, never more
To enter our Rome gates : Tthe people's name,

I fay, It fhall be fo.

Cit. It fliall be fo.

as new
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It ftiall be fo ; let him away ; he's banifh*d.

And it ftiall be fo.

Com, Hear me, my mailers, and my common friends

:

Sic. He's fentenc'd : no more hearing.

Com, Let me fpeak:

I have been conful, and can (hew from Rome
Her enemies' marks upon me. I do love

My country's good, with a refpedl more tender.

More holy, and profound, than mine own life.

My dear wife's eftimate, her womb's encreafe.

And treasure of my loins : then if I would
Speak that 31 i&noto,'~"

Sic. We know your drift : Speak what?
Bru. There's no more to be faid, but he is banifti'd.

As enemy to the people, and his country

:

It lhall be fo.

C//. It fhall be fo, it fhall be fo.

Cor. You common cry of curs ! whose breath I hate

As reek o'the rotten fens, whose loves I priae

As the dead carcaiTes of unbury'd men
That do corrupt my air, I banilh you

;

And here remain with your uncertainty!

Let every feeble rumour lhake your hearts

!

Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes.

Fan you into defpair! Have the power ftill

To banifh your defenders ; 'till, at length.

Your ignorance (which finds not, 'till it feels ;

Making not reservation of yourfelves

;

Still your own foes) deliver you, as moH:

Abated captives, to fome nation

That won you without blows ! Defpising,

For you, the city, thus I turn my back

;

i8 Making but
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There is a world elfewhere. [Exit Coriolanus:
Menenius, Cominius, Sen. andV^X. follo^w.

^di. The people's enemy is gone, is gone I

C/V. Our enemy is banifh'd ! he is gone

!

\they allJhouty and throiv up their Caps.

Sic. Go, fee him out at gates, and follow him.

As he hath follow'd you, with all defpight

;

Give him deserv'd vexation. Let a guard

Attend us through the city.

C/>. Come, come, let's fee him out at gates, come

»

The gods preserve our noble tribunes !—Come. [Exeu?it,

jcr IV.

SCENE I. The fame. 7he City Gate.

'Enter Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilia,
Menenius, Cominius, Senators, and Patricians.

Cor . Come, leave your tears ; a brieffarewel : the beaft

With many heads butts me away.— Nay, mother.

Where is your ancient courage? You were us'd

To fay, extremity was the trier of fpirits

;

That common chances common men could bear

;

That, when the fea was calm, all boats alike

Shew'd mafterlhip in floating ; fortune's blows
When moft ftrook home, being gently wounded craves

A noble cunning : you were us'd to load me
With precepts, that would make invincible

The heart that con'd them.

Fir, O heavens ! o heavens

!

CoR. Nay, I pr'ythee, woman,—
Vol . Now the red pellilence ftrike all trades in Rome^

a& gentle



Coriolanus..

And occupations perifh

!

Cor. What, what, what!

I lhall be lov'd, when I am lack'd. Nay, mother.

Resume that fpirit, when you were wont to fay.

If you had been the wife of Herculesy

Six of his labours you*d have done, and fav'd

Your husband fo much fweat

—

Cominius^

Droop not; adieu : — Farewell, my wife, my mother

;

I'll do well yer.—Thou old and true Menenius^

Thy tears are falter than a younger man's,

And venomous to thine eyes —. My fometime general,

I have feen thee ftern, and thou haft oft beheld

Heart-hard'ning fpeflacles; tell these fad women,
'Tis fond to wail inevitable ftrokes.

As 'tis to laugh at them—My mother, you wot well.

My hazards ftill have been your folace : and
Believe't not lightly, (though I go alone,

Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen

Makes fear'd, and talk'd of more than feen) your fon

Will, or exceed the common, or be caught
With cautelous baits and pradice.

Vol. My firft fon,

Whither wilt thou go? Take good Cominius

With thee a while : Determine on fome courfe.

More than a wild exposure to each chance
That ftarts i'the way before thee.

Cor, O the gods

!

Com, I'll follow thee a month, devise with thee

Where thou fhalt reft, that thou may'ft hear of us.

And we of thee ; fo> if the time thruft forth

A cause for thy repeal, we ftiall not fend

O'er the vaft world, to feek a fingle man;

2-5 exposure

X4
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And lose advantage, which doth ever cool

Tthe abfence of the needer.

Cor. F are ye well : —
Thou haft years upon thee; and thou art too full

Of the war's furfeits, to go rove with one

That's yet unbruis'd . bring me but out at gate.—
Come, my fvveet wife, my deareft mother, and
My friends of noble touch : when I am forth.

Bid me farewel, and fmile. I pray you, come.
While I remain above the ground, you (hall

Hear from me ftill ; and never of me ought
But what is like me formerly.

Men, That's worthily

As any ear can hear Come, let's not weep
If I could lhake off but one feven years

From these old arms and legs, by the good gods,

I'd with thee every foot.

Cor, Give me thy hand : —Come. [Exeunt,

SCENE II, ^hefame. Streety leading fro?n ihe Gate.

£»/fr SiciNius, Brutus, and jEdile.

Sic . Bid them all home ; he's gone, and we'll no fur-

ther.—
The nobility are vex'd, who, we fee, have fided

In his behalf.

Bru. Now we have fhewn our power.
Let us feem humbler after it is done.

Than when it was a doing.

Sic. Bid them home :

Say, their great enemy is gone, and they

Stand in their ancient ftrength,

Bru. Difmifs them home. [Exit JBdile^



Coriolanus. 85

Here comes his mother.

^^^z^;* VoLUMNiA, ViRGiLiA, and Men EN I us,

Bic, Let's not meet her.

Brv. Why?
Sic, They fay, (he's mad.

Bku, They have ta'en note of us :

Keep on your way. [go<^s

Vol. O, you're well met : The hoorded plague o'the

Requite your love

!

Meu, Peace, peace, be not fo loud.

Vol* If that I could for weeping, you fhould hear;

Nay, and you lhall hear fome.—Will you be gone?
ViR, You fhall ftay too ; I would I had the power

To fay fo to my husband.

Sic, Are you man-kind ?

Vol. Ay, fool ; Is that a lhame ?_Note but this fool.—

Was not a man my father? Hadft thou foxfhip

To banilh him that ftrook more blows {oxRomey

Than thou haft fpoken words ?

Sic. O blefTed heavens!

Vol. More noble blows, than ever thou wise words;

And for 7?cWs good. I'll tell thee what;—Yet go;—
Nay, but thou lhalt ftay too -. — l would my fon

Were in Arabiay and thy tribe before him.
His good fword in his hand

:

Sic. What then ?

ViK, What then?

He'd make an end of thy pofterity:

Vol. Baftards, and all.__

Good man, the wounds that he does bear ioxRomeJ
Men. Come, come, peace.

I would he had continued to his country?
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As he began ; and not unknit himfelf

The noble knot he made.

£ru. I would he had.

Vol . I would he had ? 'Twas you incenPd the rabble

:

Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth.

As I can of those myfteries which heaven

Will not have earth to know.
£ru. Pray, let us go.

FoL. Now, pray, fir, get you gone:
You have done a brave deed* Ere you go, hear this:

As far as doth the capitol exceed

The meaneft houfe in Rome-y fo far, my fon,

(This lady's husband here, this, do you fee)

Whom you have banifh'd, does exceed you all.

Bru, Well, well, we*ll leave you.

Sic, Why ilay we to be baited.

With one that wants her wits ?

Vol. Take my prayers with you. — [i?;<r. Tribunes

^

I would the gods had nothing elfe to do,

But to confirm my curfes. Could I meet 'em
But once a day, it would unclog my heart

Of what lies heavy to't.

Men. You have told them home.
And, by my troth, you have cause. You'll fup with me?

Vol. Anger's my meat; I fup upon myfelf.

And fo fhall ftarve with feeding, — Come, let's go;

Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do,

In anger, Juno-Yi'k.t. Come, come, come.

Men. Fie, fie, fie! [Exeunt.

SCENE III. Volcian Territories. A High^aj%

Enter a Roman, and a Volcian, meeting*
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l^om. I know you well, fir, and you know me : your

name, I think, is Adrian.

Vol, It is fo, fir : truly, I have forgot you»

Rom, I am a Roman ; and my fervices are, as you are,

^gainft 'em : Know you me yet ?

FoL NicanorP No.

Rom. The fame, fir.

Vol, You had more beard, when I laft faw you ; but
your favour is well appeared by your tongue. What's
the news in Rome ? I have a note from the Volcian ftate,

to find you out there : You have well faved me a day's

journey.

Rom, There hath been in Rome ftrange infurredions

:

the people againft the fenators, patricians, and nobles.

Vol, Hath been ! Is it ended then ? Our ftate thinks

not fo ; they are in a moft warlike preparation, and hope
to come upon them in the heat of their division.

Rom, The main blaze of it is paft, but a fmall thing

would make it flame again. For the nobles receive fo to

heart the banifiiment of that worthy Coriolanusy that they

are in a ripe aptnefs, to take all power from the people,

and to pluck from them their tribunes for ever. This
lies glowing, 1 can tell you, and is almoft mature for

^he violent breaking out.

V?/. Coriolanus banifh'd ?

Rom, Banifh'd, fir.

Vol. You will be welcome with this intelligence, Ni-
canor.

Rom, The day ferves well for them now. I have heard

it faid. The fitteft time to corrupt a man's wife, is when
flie's fallen out with her husband. Your noble Tullus Au-

J^Sm will appear well in these wars, his great opposer
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CorioJanus being now in no requeftof his country.

Vol. He cannot choose. I am molt fortunate, thus

accidentally to encounter you : You have ended my bu-

sinefs, and I will merrily accompany you home.
Rom. I lhall, between this and fupper, tell you mofl

flrange things from Rome ; all tending to the good of their

adverfaries. Have you an army ready, fay you?
Vol. A moil: royal one : the centurions, and their

charges, difiindly billeted already in the entertainment,

and to be on foot at an hour's warning.

Rom. I am joyful to hear of their readinefs, and am
the man, 1 think, that lhall fet them in present adlion.

So, Hr, heartily well met, and mofl glad of your com-
pany.

VoL You take my part from me, fir ; I have the moft

cause to be glad of yours.

Rem, Well, let us go together. [Exeunt,

SCENE IV. Antium. Be/ore AnM'ins'j Hou/e.

Enter Coriolanus, mean Apparel^

dijguis'dy and muff*d.

Cor. a goodly city is this Antium: City,

*Tis I that made thy widows ; many an heir

Of these fair edifices for my wars

Have I heard groan, and drop : then know me not

;

Left that thy wives with fpits, and boys with ftones.

Enter a Citizen.

In puny battle flay me. — Save you, fir.

Cit. And you.

Cor. Direct me, if it be your will.

Where great Aufidius lies : Is he in Antium P

Cit. He is, and feafts the nobles of the ftate
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At his houfe thh night.

Cor, Which is his houfe, 'befeech you.

GV. This, here, before you.

Cor. Thank you, fir; farewel. [Exit Citizen.

O, world, thy llippery turns ! Friends now faft fworn.

Whose double bosoms feem to wear one heart.

Whose hours, whose bed, whose meal, and exercise.

Are ftill together, who twin (as 'twere) in love,

Unfeparable, fhall within this hour.

On a dilTention of a doit, break out

To bittereft enmity : So, felleft foes.

Whose paflions and whose plots have broke their fleep

To take the one the other, by fome chance.

Some trick not worth an egg, fhall grow dear friends

And interjoin their ifTues. So with me :

My birth-place hate l, and my love's upon
This enemy town :

— Til enter : if he flay me,
He does fair juftice; if he give me way,

I'll do his country fervice. [Exit*

SCENE V. The fame. A Hall in Aufidius's Houfe.

Musick ivithin. Enter a Servant.

1 . S. Wine, wine, wine 1 What fervice is here ! I think

our fellows are afleep. [Exit.

Enter another Servant.

2. S, Where's Cotus ? my m after calls for him : «-

Cotus! [Exit.

Enter Coriolanus.
Cor. a goodly houfe : The feaft fmells well : but I

Appear not like a gueft. [goes touuard the Hearth.

Re-enter firft Servant, ^ith Wine,

I . S. What would you have, friend ? Whence are you?

16 have I
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Here's no place for you : Pray, go to the door. [Exit*

Cor, 1 have deserv'd no better entertainment,

In being Corioianus,

Re-enterfecond Servant.

2. 5. Whence are you, fir : — Has the porter his eyes

in his head, that he gives entrance to fuch companions
Pray, get you out.

Cor. Away.
2. iS. Away? Get you away.

Cor, Now thouVt troublefome.

2, 5. Are you fo brave? Til have you talk'd with

anon, [^w^g^*

Enter a third Servant.

3, B. What fellow's this ?

z, S, A ftrange one as ever I look'd on : I cannot get

him out o'the houfe: Pr'ythee, call my mafter to him.

3. 5. What have you to do here, fellow ? Pray you^

avoid the houfe.

Cor, Let me but Hand, I will not hurt your hearth.

3, S, What are you ?

Cor, a gentleman.

3.5. A marvellous pool* one.

Cor. True, fo I am.

3. S, Pray you, poor gentleman, take up fome other

ftation : here's no place for you ; pray you, avoid : come.

Cor, Follow your fundlion, go.

And batten on cold bits. [pujhing him anMay.

3.5. What, you will not ?— Pr'ythee, tell my maftef

what a ftrange gueft he has here.

2. S, And I (hall. \Exit.

3. 5. Where dwell'ft thou ?

Coij, Under the canopy.

15 i?A
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^. S. Under tlie canopy ?

Cor. Ay,

3. S. Where's that?

Cor. Pthe city of kites and crows.

3. S. Pthe city of kites and crows P^What an afs it

is .'—Then thou dweU'ft with daws too ?

Cor. No, I ferve not thy mafter.

3. S. How, fir! Do you meddle with my mafter?

Cor. Ay; 'tis an honefter fervice, than to meddle with
thy miftrefs:

Thou prat'ft, and prat'ft ; ferve with thy trencher, hence^

[l^eati^ig him a=ivay^

Enter Aufidius, and fecond Servant.

AvF. Where is this fellow ?

2. S. Here, fir; Pd have beaten him like a dog, but

for difturbing the lords within.

Auv. Whence com'ft thou? snTi what wouldeft thou?

Thy name?
Why fpeak'ft not ? Speak, man : What's thy name ?

Cor. \{,Tullus, [unmufflittg.

Not yet thou know'ft me^, and, feeing me, doft not take me
To be the man I am, necelTity

Commands me name myfelf.

AuF. What is thy name ? [Servants r^//>^.

Cor, a name unmusical to the Volcians' ears.

And harfh in found to thine.

Au¥. Say, what's thy name?
Thou haft a grim appearance, and thy face

Bears a command in't : though thy tackle's torn.

Thou ftiew'ft a noble veffel : What's thy name ?

Co r . Prepare thy brow to frown : Know'ft thou me yet?

AuF. I know thee not ; Thy name ?

for the
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Cor, My name is Caius Marcius, who hath done
To thee particularly, and to all the Voldansy

Great hurt and miichief; thereto witnefs may
My Airname, Coriolanus: The pfeinful fervice.

The extream dangers, and the drops of blood

Shed for my thanklefs country, are requited

But with that furname ; a good memory
And witnefs of the malice and difpleasure

Which thou Ihould'ft bear me, only that name remains

;

The cruelty and envy of the people.

Permitted by our daftard nobles, who
Have all forfook me, hath devoured the reft;

And fuifer'd me by the voice of flaves to be
Whoop'd out of Rome. Now, this extremity

Hath brought me to thy hearth ; Not out of hope
(Mifiake me not) to fave my life; for if

I had fear'd death, of all the men i'the world
I'd have avoided thee: but in meer fpite.

To be full quit of those my banifhers.

Stand I before thee here. Then if thou haft

A heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge

Thine own particular wrongs, and ftop those maims
Of fhame feen through thy country, fpeed thee ftraight.

And make my misery ferve thy turn ; fo use it.

That my revengeful fervices may prove

As benefits to thee ; for I will fight

Againft my canker'd country with the fplcen

Of all the under fiends. But if fo be

Thou dar*ft not this, and that to prove more fortunes

Thou art tir'd, then, in a word, 1 alfo am
Longer to live moft weary, and present

My throat to thee, and to thy ancient malice i

I would have voided
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Which not to cut, would fhew thee but a fool $

Since I have ever follow 'd thee with hate,

Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country*s breaft.

And cannot live but to thy lhame, unlefs

It be to do thee fervice,

j^VF, O Mardusy Marcius^

Each word thou haft fpoke hath weeded from my heart

A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter

Should from yon' cloud fpeak divine things, and fay,

^Tis true, I'd not believe them more than thee.

All noble Marcius. £), let me twine

Mine arms about that body, where againft

My grained afli an hundred times hath broke.

And fcar'd the moon with fplinters ! Here I clip

The anvil of my fword; and do conteft

As hotly and as nobly with thy love,

As ever in ambitious ftrength I did

Contend againft thy valour. Know thou firft,

i lov'd the maid I marry'd, never man
Sigh'd truer breath ; but that I fee thee here.

Thou noble thing, more dances my rapt hearty

Than when I firft my wedded miftrefs faw
Beftride my threlhold. Why, t\\o\x Mars, I tell the^i

We have a power on foot; and I had purpose

Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn.
Or lose mine arm for't : Thou haft beat me out

Twelve feveral times, and I have nightly fince

Dreamt of encounters 'twixt thyfelf and me;
We have been down together in my fleep.

Unbuckling helms, fifting each other's throat,

And wak'd half dead with nothing. Worthy Marciusi

Had we no quarrel elfe to Rome, but that

3* other qiiarrell

Vol. VIL Y
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Thou art thence banifli'd, we would muller all

From twelve to feventy ; and, pouring war
Into the bowels of ungrateful Romey

Like a bold flood o'er-bear. O, come, go in.

And take our friendly fenators by the hands;
Who now are here, taking their leaves of me.
Who am prepar'd againll your territories.

Though not for Rome itfelf.

Cor. You blefs me, gods!

JuF. Therefore, moft abfolute fir, if thou wilt have
The leading of thine own revenges, take

The one half of my commilTion ; and fet down,

—

As bell thou art experienc'd, iince thou know'll

Thy country's ftrength and weaknefs,— thine own ways

:

Whether to knock againft the gates of Romey

Or rudely visit them in parts remote,

To fright them, ere deftroy. But come, come in

;

Let me commend thee firft to those, that fhall

Say, yea, to your desires. A thousand welcomes

!

And more a friend than e'er an enemy

;

Yet, Marcius, that was much. Your hand : Mofl welcome.
\^Exeunt Coriolanus, and Aufidius.

3, S, [ad^vancing] Here's a ftrange alteration !

2. By my hand, I had thought to have firooken

him with a cudgel ; and yet my mind gave me, his

cloaths made a falfe report of him.

3. S, What an arm he has ! He turn'd me about with

his linger and his thumb, as one would fet up a top.

2. S, Nay, I knew by his face that there v/as fome-

thing in him ; He had, lir, a kind of face, methought,

—

I cannot tell how to term it.

3. ^. He had fo; looking, as it were,— Would I were
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hang'd, but I thought there was more In him than I could

think

2. S. So did I, ril be fworn : He is fimply the rareft

man i'the world.

3. 5. [ think, he is: but a greater foldier than he,

you wot one.

2. S. Who? my mafter?

3. S, Nay, it's no matter for that,

2. S, Worth fix of him.

3. S. Nay, not fo, neither : but I take him to be the

greater foldier.

2 . S. 'Faith, look you, one cannot tell how to fay that

:

for the defence of a town, our general is excellent.

3.4$'. Ay, and for an afTaalt too.

Re-enter Jirji Servant.

1 . tS, O, flaves, I can tell you news ; news, you rafcals.

2. 3. What, what, what: let's partake.

1 . 4S. I would not be a Roman, of all nations ; I had
as lief be a condemn'd man.

2.3. Wherefore, wherefore ?

1 . 5. W^hy, here's he that was wont to thwack our
general, Caius Marcius,

3. S, Why do you fay, thwack our general ?

1.5. I do not fay, thwack our general; but he was
always good enough for him.

2. S. Come, we are fellows, and friends: he was ever

too hard for him ; I have heard him fay fo himfelf.

3. S, Ke was too hard for him directly, to fay the

troth on't : before Corioli, he fcotch'd him and notch'd

him like a carbonado.

2. An he had been canibally given, he might have

broil'd and eaten him too.

y 2
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3. S, But, more of thy news ?

1 . 6'. Why, he is fo made on here within, as ifhe were
fon and heir to Mars : fet at upper end o'tbe table : no
queftion aflcM him by any of the fenators, but they ftand

bald before him : Our general himfelf makes a miftrefs

of him ; fandifies himfelf with*s hand, and turns up the

white o'the eye to his difcoiirfe. But the bottom of the

news is, our general is cut i'the middle, and but one half

ofwhat he was yefterday : for the other has half, by the en-

treaty and grant of the whole table. He will go, he fays,

and ibwle the porter of Rome gates by the ears : He will

mow down all before him, and leave his paffage polPd.

2. S, And he's as like to do't, as any man 1 can ima-

gine.

I . S. Do't ? he will do't : For, look you, fir, he has as

many friends as enemies; which friends, fir, (as it were)

durfl not (look you, fir) fiiew^ themfelves (as we term it)

his friends, whilft he's in dire£litude.

3. S. Dire6litude ! what's that ?

I, S. But when they fhall fee, fir, his creft up again,

and the man in blood, they will out of their burrows, like

conies after rain, and revel all with him.

3. ^. But when goes this forward?

1. S. To-morrow, to-day, presently; you fhall have

the drum ftrook up this afternoon : 'tis, as it were, a par-

cel of their feafi:, and to be executed ere they wipe their

lips.

2. S. Why, then we fhall have a flirring world again.

This peace is gckiTi for nothing, but to ruft iron, increafe

tailors, and breed ballad-makers.

3. S. Let me have war, fay I; it exceeds peace, as

far as day does night; it's fprightly, waking, audible^

3* walking
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and full of vent. Peace is a very apoplexy, lethargy;

inuird, deaf, afieep, infenfible ; a getter ofmore baftard

children, than war's a deftroyer of men.
2. S. 'Tis fo : and as war, in fome fort, may be faid

to be a ravifher; fo it cannot be deny'd, but peace is a

great maker of cuckolds,

3. S. Ay, and it makes men hate one another.

1 . S. Reason; because they then lefs need one another.
The wars for my money. I hope to ^ee Ro?nafis as cheap
as Folciafis.—They are rising, they are rising.

2. 3. In, in, in, in. [Exeunt,

SCENE VL Rome. ApublickPlace.

Enter Sicinius, and Brutus.
5*/c . We hear not of him, neither need we fear him

;

His remedies are tame i'the present peace

And quietnefs of the people, which before

Were in wild hurry. Here do we make his friends

Blufli, that the world goes well; who rather had.

Though they themfelves did fuffer by't, behold

DiiTentious numbers peftring ftreets, than fee

Our tradesmen finging in their (hops, and going

About their functions friendly.

Enter Menenius.
Bru. We ftood to't in good time. Ts this Menenius f'

Sic. 'Tis he, 'tis he : O, he is grown mofi kind

Of late. --Hail, fir.

Bru* ftail, fXu

Men. Hail to you both.

Sic. Your Corio/anus, is not much mifT'd,

But with his friends: the common-wealth doth ftand;

And fo would do, were he more angry at it.

a fleepe 4 warres
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Men, All's well ; and might have been much better, if

He could have temporiz'd.

Sic, Where is he, hear you ?

Men. Nay, I hear nothing; his mother, and his wife.

Hear nothing from him.

Enter three orfour Citizens.

Cit. The gods preserve you both

!

Sic, Good-e'en, our neighbours.

Bru, Good-e'en to you all, good-e'en to you all.

1 . C. Ourfelves, ourwives, and children, on our knees,

Are bound to pray for you both.

Sic, Live, Iit)e, and thrive!

Bru. Farewel, kind neighbours : We wifh'd Coriolanus

Had lov'd you as we did.

Cit, Now the gods keep you

!

^ri, Farewel, farewel. \^Exeunt Citizens.

Sic. This is a happier and more ^omely time.

Than when these fellows ran about the ftreets.

Crying, Covifusion.

Bru. Caius Marcius vjzs

A worthy officer i'the war ; but infolent,

Overcome with pride, ambitious peft all thinking,

Self-loving,—'

Sic, And affeding one fole throne.

Without affiftance.

Men. f'^^t^ 1 think not fo.

Sic, We had by this, to all our lamentation.

If he had gone forth conful, found it fo.

Bru, The gods have well prevented it, and Rome
Sits fafe and ftill without him.

Enter -^dile.

jEdi, Worthy tribunes,

a: We ihould by
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There is a Have, whom we have put in prison.

Reports,— the Volcians with two feveral powers
Are enter'd in the Roman territories

;

And with the deepefl: malice of the war
Deftroy what lies before 'em.

Men. 'Tis Aufidius^

Who, hearing of ourikf<3m«j' banifliment,

Thrufts forth his horns again into the world

;

Which were infhell'd, when Marcius flood for Romei
And durll: not once peep out.

Sic, Come, what talk you of Marcius P

Bru, Go fee this rumourer whip'd.^It cannot be.

The Volcians dare break with us.

Men, Cannot be!

We have record, that very well it can ;

And three examples of the like have been

Within my age. But reason with the fellow.

Before you punifh him, where he heard this;

Left you lhall chance to whip your information.

And beat the meffenger who bids beware

Of what is to be dreaded.

Sic, Tell not me

;

I know, this cannot be.

Brv. NotpofTible.

Enter a Meffenger.

Mef. The nobles, in great earneftnefs, are going

All to the fenate-houfe : fome news is come.
That turns their countenances.

SiC. 'Tis this flave ; _
Go, whip him Tore the people's eyes:— his raising;

Nothing but his report.

Mef, Ves, worthy fir.

J6 hath beene comming
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The flave's report is feconded ; and more^
More fearful, is deliver'd.

Sic. What more fearful?

Me/. It is fpoke freely out of many mouthsj^

(How probable, I do not know) that Marcius,

Join'd with Aufidiusy leads a power *gainft Rome ;

And vows revenge as fpacious, as between
The young'ft and oldeft thing.

iS/c. This is moft likely

Brv, Rais*d only, that the weaker fort may wifti,

Good Marcius home again.
^

Sic, The very trick on't.

Men. This is unlikely: he and Aufidius cai^

No more attone than violenteft contraries.

Enter another MefTenger.

Mef. You are fent for to the fenate :

A fearful army, led by Caius Marcius^

AlTociated with Aufidius^ rages

Upon our territories ; and have already

Q'er-born their way, confum'd \yith fire, a,nd took
What lay before them.

Enter Cominius.
Com. O, you have made good work 1

Mfisr. What news ? what news ?

Com. You have holp to ravilh yourown daughters, and
To melt the city leads upon your pates

;

To fee your wives difhonour'd to your noses^—

Men. What's the news ? what's the news ?

Com. Your temples burned in their cement
; an4

Your franchises, whereon you flood, confin'd

Into an auger's bore.

Men. Pray now, the news?—

14 contrariety.
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You have made fair work, I fear me : — Pray, your news r

If Marcius fhould be join*d with Volcians^-^

Com. If!

He is their god ; he leads them like a thing

Made by fome other deity than nature,

That fhapes man better : and they follow him,

Againft us brats, with no lefs confidence.

Than boys purfuing fummer butter-flies,

Or butchers killing flies.

Men. You have made good work.

You, and your apron-men ; you, that flood fo much
Upon the voice of occupation, and
The breath of garlick-eaters

!

Com. He'll (hake your Rome about your ears :

Men. As Hercules

Did fliake down mellow fruit: You have made fair work!
Bru. But is this true, fir?

Com. Ay; and you'll look pale.

Before you find it other. All the regions

Do fmilingly revolt; and, who resift.

Are onlj? mock'd for valiant ignorance,

And perifli confl:ant fools. Who is't can blame him.^

Your enemies, and his, find fomething in him.

Men. We are all undone, unlefs

The noble man have mercy.

Com. Who fhall alkit?

The tribuifes cannot do't for fhame ; the people

Deserve fuch pity of him, as the wolf
Does of the fliepherds : for his beft friends, if they

Should fay. Be good to Rome, they charg*d him even
As those fhould do that had deserv'd his hate,

^nd therein fliew'd like enemies.

»o rtfifts
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Men. 'Tis true

:

If he were putting to my houfe the brand
That (hould confume it, I have not the face

To fay, ' Befeechyou^ ceafe You have made fair hands,

You, and your crafts I you have crafted fair 1

Com. You have brought

A trembling upon Rome^ fuch as was never.

So incapable of help

Tri. Say not, we brought it.

Men, How! Was it wer We lov*d him ; but, like beafts.

And cowardly nobles, gave way to your clufters.

Who did hoot him out o'the city.

Com, But, I fear,

TheyMl roar him in again. Tullus Aujidiusy

The fecond name of men, obeys his points

As if he were his officer: Defperation

Is all the policy, ftrength, and defence,

^\2XRome can make againft them.

Enter a Troop of Citizens.

Men • Here come the clufters.

And is Aufidius with him ? You are they

That made the air unwholefome, when you caft

Your ftinking, greasy caps, in hooting at

Corialanus' exile. Now he*s coming ;

And not a hair upon a foldier's head.

Which will not prove a whip; as many coxcombs^

As you threw caps up, will he tumble down.

And pay you for your voices. 'Tis no matter;

If he could burn us all into one coal.

We have descrv'd it.

Cit, 'Faith, we hear fearful news.

!• C. For mine own part,
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When I faid, banifh him, I faid, 'twas pity.

2. C. And To did I.

3. C, And fo did I ; and, to fay the truth, fo did very

many of us : That we did, we did for the beft ; and though
we willingly confented to his banilhment, yet it was a-

gainft our will.

Com. You're goodly things, you voices

!

Men . You have made you

Good work, you and your cry!— Shall's to the capitol?

Com. O, ay, whatelfe? [Exeu^ii Com. an^i Men*
Sic, Go, matters, get you home, be not difmay'd;

These are a fide, that would be glad to have

This true, which they fo feem to fear. Go home.
And (hew no fign of fear.

1 . C. The gods be good to us ! Come, matters, let's

Jiome. I ever faid, we were i'the wrong, when we ba-

nifh'd him.

2. C So did we all. But come, let's home.
[Exeunt Citizens.

Bru, I do not like this news.

Sic Nor I.

Bru. Let's to the capitol : 'Would, halfmy wealth

Would buy this for a lie !

Sic. Pray, let us go. [Exeunt.

SCENE VII. Komzn Territories.

Enter, marchingy Au f i d i u s , and a Volcian Officer :

Forces at a Dijiance.

JuF. Do they ftill fly to the Roman P

Off, I do not know what witchcraft's in him ; but

Your foldiers use him as the grace 'fore meat.

Their talk at table, and their thanks at end;
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And you are darken'd in this a6lion, fir.

Even by your own.
Au¥, 1 cannot help it now;

Unlefs, by using means, I lame the foot

Of our defign. He bears himfelf more proudly,

Even to my perfon, than I thought he would.

When firft I did embrace him : Yet his nature

In that's no changeling ; and I mud excuse

What cannot be amenried.

Off. Yet 1 wifh, fir,

(T mean, for your particular) you had not

Join'd in commiffion with him : but either born

The aftion of yourfelf, or elfe to him
Had left it folely.

AuF, I underftand thee well; and be thou fure.

When he (hall come to his account, he knows not

What I can urge againft him. Although it feems.

And fo he thinks, and is no lefs apparent

To the vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly.

And Ihevvs good husbandry for the Volcian ftate

;

Fights dragon-like, and does atchieve as foon

As draw his fword : yet he hath left undone
That, which lhall break his neck, or hazard mine.

Whene'er we come to our account.

Off, iBut, fir,

'Befeech you, think you he will Z2iXxyRome?

AvF. All places yield to him ere he fits down;
And the nobility ot Rome are his

:

The fenators, and patricians, love him too

:

The tribunes are no foldiers ; and their people

Will be as rafli in the repeal, as hafty

To expel him thence. 1 think, he'll be to Rom^

I* ri^h^r hav? borne ^7 I befeech
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As IS the ofprey to the fifli, who takes it

By fovereignty of nature. Firft he was
A noble fervant to them ; but he could not

Carry his honours even : whether ^twas pride.

Which out of daily fortune ever taints

The happy man; whether defe6l ofjudgment.
To fail in the difposing of those chances

Which he was lord of ; or whether nature,

Not to be other than one thing, not moving
From the cafk to the cufhion, but commanding peace
Even with the fame aufterity and garb

As he controul'd the war : but, one of these

(As he hath fpices of them all, not all.

For I dare fo far free him) made him fear'd.

So hated, and fo banilh'd : But he has merit.

Though he choak it in the utterance. Su ourvirtue^

Lye in the interpretation of the time :

And power, unto itfelf moll commendable.
Hath not a tomb fo evident as a chair

To extol what it hath done.

One fire drives out one fire 5 one nail, one nail

;

Rights by rights fouler, ftrengths by ftrengths do fail.

Come, let's away. When, Caius, Rome is thine.

Thou art poor'ft of all ; then Ihortly art thou mir e. \^Ex^

SCENE I. Rome. A fublick Place.

Enter Menenius, Cominius, Sicinius,
^VLVTVSy and Others*

MEHf. No, ril not go : you hear, what he hath faid.

» Afpray 15 ha's a Merit To choakc
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Which was fometime his general ; who lov'd hitti

In a moft dear particular. He call'd me, father:

But what o'that ? Go, you that banifhM him,

A mile before his tent fall down, and knee
The way into his mercy: Nay, if he coy'd

To hear Cominius fpeak, I'll keep at home.
Com. He would not feem to know me.
Mei^. Do you hear?

Com. Yet one time he did call me by my name 5

I urg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops

That we have bled together. Coriolanus

He would not anfwer to : forbad all names

;

He was a kind of nothing, titlelefs,

'Till he had forg'd himfelf a name o'the fire

Of burning Rome*

Men. Why, fo ; you have made good work*

A pair of tribunes, that have rack'd for Rome
To make coals cheap : A noble memory

Com. I minded him, how royal 'twas to pardon

When it was lefs expedled : He reply'd.

It was a bare petition of a ftate,

To one whom they had punifh'd.

Men, Very well

:

Could he fay lefs ?

Com. I ofFer'd to awaken his regard

For his private friends : His anfwer to me was,
He could not flay to pick them, in a pile

Of noifome, mufty chaff: He faid, 'twas folly.

For one poor grain or two, to leave unburnt.

And flill to nose the offence.

Men. For one poor grain or two ?

I am one of those j his mother, wife, his child.
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And this brave fellow too, we are the grains :

You are the mufty chafF; and you are fmelt

Above the moon : We muft be burnt for you.

Sic. Nay, pray, be patient: If you refuse your aid

In this fo never- needed help, yet do not

Upbraid us with our diftrefs. But, fure, if yo'i

Would be your country's pleader, your good tongue.

More than the inftant army we can make.
Might flop our countryman.

Men, No, Til not meddle.

Sic. 3f pray you, go to him.

Men. What fhould I do ?

Bru. Only make trial what your love can do.

For Rome, towards Maraus.

Men. Well, and fay that Marcius

Return me, as Cominius is returned,

Unheard,—What then ? — a difcontented friend,

Grief-fhot with his unkindnefs ? Say't be fo?

Sic. it be fo; yet your good will, 5@enemu0,
Muft have that thanks from Rome^ after the measure
As you intended well.

Men. I'll undertake't:

I think, he'll hear me. Yet to bite his lip,

And hum at good Cominius, much un hearts me.
He was not taken well ; he had not din'd

:

The veins unfill'd, our blood is cold, and then

We pout upon the morning, are unapt
To give or to forgive ; but when we have ftuff'd

These pipes, and these conveyances of our blood.
With wine and feeding, we have fuppler fouls

Than in our prieft-like fafts : therefore I'll watch him
'Till he be dieted to my requeft,

17 then ? But as a dlf-
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And then I'll fet upon him.

Bru, You know the very road into his kindnefSj

And cannot lose your way.

Men» Good faith, FIl prove him^

Speed how it will. 1 fhali ere long have knowledge
Of my fuccefsi {Exit Meneniu^o
Com, He'll never hear hini.

Sic, No?
Com. I tell you, he does fit in gold, his eye

Ked as 'twould burn Rome ; and his injury

The jailer to his pity. I kneel'd before him :

*Twas very faintly he faid^ Rise; difmifl''d me
Thus^"!" with his fpeechlefs hand: What he would do»^

He fent in writing after me ; what he would not.

Bound with an oath, to yield to his conditions.

So that all hope is vain ;

Unlefs from his noble mother, and his wife.

Who, as I hear, mean to folicit him
For mercy to his country: Therefore, let's hence,

And with our fair entreaties hafte them on. [^Exeunii

S GENE n. Jn ad^anc'd Poji of the Volcian

Camp before Rome. Certain of the Guard upon Dut^f

:

Enter, to them, Menenius.
1, G. Stay: Whence are you?
2. G. Stand, and go back.

Men, You guard like men ; 'tis well : But> by your

leave,

I am an officer of Hate, and come
To fpeak with Coriolanus.

I . G. From vv^hence t

Men. From Rome.

8 Not.'
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1 . G. You may not pafs, you n!uft return : our general

Will no more hear from thence.

2. G. You'll fee your^^^w^ embracM wich fire, before

You'll fpeak with Coriolanus.

Men, Good my friends.

If you have heard your general talk of Romcy

And of his friends there, it is lots to blanks.

My name hath touch'd your ears : it is, Menenius,

I . G. Be it fo ; go back : the virtue of your name
Is not here pafTable.

Men. I tell thee, fellow,

Thy general is my lover: I have been

The book of his good adls, whence men have read

His fame unparallel'd, haply, amplify'd.

For 1 have ever verify'd my friends

(Of whom he's chief) with all the fize that verity

Would without lapfing fufFer: nay, fometimes.

Like to a bowl upon a fubtle ground,

I have tumbl'd paft the throw; and in his praise

Have, almofl:, ftamp'd the leasing : Therefore, fellow,

I mufl have leave to pafs.

1 . G. 'Faith, fir, if you had told as m.any lies in his

behalf, as you have utter'd words in your own, you
Ihould not pafs here : no, though it were as virtuous to

lie, as to live chaftly. Therefore, go back.

Men , Pr'ythee, fellow, remember my name is Mene^
niusy always fa£lionary on the party of your general.

2. G. Howfoever you have been his liar, (as you fay,

you have) 1 am one that, telling true under him, muft
fay, you cannot pafs. Therefore, go back.

Men. Has he din'd, can'fl thou tell ? for I would not

fpeak with him 'till after dinner.

VoL.VIL Z
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I . G. You are a 'Roman, are you ?

Meij, I am as thy general is.

1. G. Then you fbould hate Rome^ as he does. Can
you, when you have pufhM out of your gates the very

defender of them, and, in a violent popular ignorance,

given your enemy your fhield, think to front his re-

venges with the easy groans of old women, the virgi-

nal palms of your daughters, or with the palsy'd inter-

ceffion of fuch a decay'd dotant as you feem to be r Can
you think to blowout the intended fire, your city is ready

to flame in, with fuch weak breath as this ? No, you are

deceiv'd ; therefore, back to Rome^ and prepare for your

execution : you are condemn*d, our general has fworn

you out of reprieve and pardon.

MEtJ, Sirrah, ifthy captain knew I were here, he would
use me with eftimation.

I . G. Come, my captain knows you not.

Men. I mean, thy general.

I. G. My general cares not for you. Back, I fay, go,

left I let forth your half pint of blood ;— back,— thac*s

the utmoft of your having:— back.
Men, Nay, but fellow, fellow,—

Enter Coriolanus, and Aufidius.
Cor. What's the matter?

Men, Now, you companion, I'll fay an errand for you ;

you lhall know now, that I am in eftimation ; you ftiall

perceive that a y^r/^ guardant cannot office me from my
{on Coriolanus : guefs, by my entertainment with him, if

thou ftand'ft not i'the ftate of hanging, or of fome death

more long in fpedatorftiip, and crueller in fufFering ; be-

hold now presently, and fwoon for what's to come upori

thee* —,The glorious gods fit in hourly fynod about thy

a8 but my
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|)articii1ar profperlty, and love thee no woHe than thy olJ

father Menenius does I, O, my Ton, my fon ! thou art pre-*

paring fire for us ; look thee, here's water to quench it.

J was hardly moved to come to thee : but being afTured,

none but myfelfcould move thee, I have been blown out

ofyour gates withfighs; and conjure thee to pardon RomCi

and thy petitionary countrymen. The good gods'afTuag^

thy wrath, and turn the dregs of it upon this varlet here;

this, who, like a block, hath deny'd my accefs to thee.

Cor, Away!
Men, How ! away ?

Cor, Wife, mother, child, I know not. My afFaIrs

^re fervanted to others : Though I owe
My revenge properly, my remiflion lies

In Volcian breafts. That we have been familiar,

Ingrate forgetfulnefs fhall prison, rather

Than pity note how much. Therefore, be gone.

Mine ears againll: your fuits are ftronger, than

Your gates againft my force. Yet, for 1 lov'd thee^

Take this ^ along ; I writ it for thy fake,

And would have fent it. Another word, Menenius^

I will not hear thee fpeak.—This man, Aujidius.^

Was my belov'd in Rome : yet thou behold'ft

;

AvF. You keep a conftant temper.

\Exeunt CoRiOLANUS, und AuFibirSi.
1 . G, Now, fir, is your name Menenius,

2. G. 'Tis a fpell, you fee, ofmuch power : You know
the way home again.

I . G. Do you bear how we are fhent for keeping your
greatnefs back ?

2- G. What cause, do you thinks I have to fwoon?
Me^t. I neither care for th' world, noryour general: for

i6 poifon
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fuch things as you, I fcarce think there's any, you're fo

flight. He that hath a will to die by himfelf, fears it not

from another. Let your general do his worft. For you.

Be that you are, long ; and your misery increafe with

your age ! I fay to you, as I was faid to, Away. [E^;^t.

1 . G. A noble fellow, I warrant him.

2. G. The worthy fellow is our general

:

He is the rock, the oak not to be wind-fhaken. [Exemzf,

SCENE HI. Tent e/^Coriolanus.

Enter Coriol anus, Aufidius, Others,

Cor. We will before the walls of Rome to-morrow

Set down our hoft—My partner in this adion.

You mud report to the Folcian lords, how plainly

I have born this businefs.

JuF, Only their ends

You have refpedled ; ftopt your ears againft

The general fuit of Rome; never admitted

A private whifper, no, not with fuch friends

That thought them fure of you.

Cor. This laft old man.
Whom with a crack'd heart I have fent to Rome,

Lov'd me above the measure of a father;

Nay, godded me, indeed. Their lateil refuge

Was to fend him : for whose old love, I have

(Though I fhew'd fourly to him) once more ofFcr'd

The firft conditions, which they did refuse.

And cannot now accept, to grace him only,

That thought he could do more ; a very little

I have yielded too : Frefli embaffies and fuits.

Nor from the ftate, nor private friends, hereafter

Will I lend ear to. [Shout within,] Hal what fnout is this?
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Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow
In the fame time 'tis made ? I will not."^

Enter, in negJeSied and mourning Hahits^

Virginia, VoLUMNiA leading in her Handyoung
Marcius, Valeria, and other Ladies

,

My wife comes foremoft ; then the honour'd mold
Wherein this trunk was fram'd, and in her hand
The grandchild to her blood. But, out, affedtion ;

All band and priviledge of nature, break :

Let it be virtuous, to be obftinate.

—

What is that curt'fy worth ? or those dove's eyes,

Which can make gods forfworn? — I melt, and am not

Of ftronger earth than others.— My mother bows;
As if Olympus to a mole-hill fhould

In fupplication nod : and my young boy
Hath an afpe6l of interceffion, which
Great nature cries, Deny not.— Let the Folcians

Plough Rome, 2Lnd hdirrow Italy ; I'll never

Be fuch a gosling to obey inftinft; but ftand.

As if a man were author of himfelf.

And knew no other kin.

Fir. My lord and husband !

Cor, These eyes are not the fame I wore in Rome.
Fir, The forrow that delivers us thus chang'd.

Makes you think fo.

Cor, Like a dull a6lor now,
I have forgot my part, and I am out,

Even to a full difgrace. — Bell of my flefh.

Forgive my tyranny ; but do not fay.

For that, Forgi^-ue our Romans. O, a kifs

Long as my exile, fweet as my revenge

!

Now by the jealous/queen of heaven, that kifs
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I carry'd from thee, dear; and ri;iy true lip

Hath virgin'd it e'er fince. —You gods, I prate,.

And the moft noble mother of the world
Leave unfaluted : Sink, my knee, i'the earth;

Of thy deep duty more impreirion fhew
Than that of common fons.

Vol, O, (land up bleft ! [raising him<.

Whilft, with no fofter cufhion than the flint,

I kneel before thee ; and unproperly

Shew duty, as miftaken all this while
^

Between the child and parent.

CcR. What's this? [preventing her

^

Your knees to me ? to your corredled fon ?

Then let the pebbles on the hungry beach

Fillop the ftais : then let the mutinous winJs
Strike the proud cedars 'gainfi the fiery fun;

Murd'ring impolTibility, to make
What cannot be, flight work.

FoL, Thou art my warrior;

I holp to frame thee. Do you know this lady?

Cor. The noble filler of Publicoia,

The moon of Rojne ; chaft as the ificle.

That's curdl'd by the froft from pureft fnow.

And hangs on Dians temple : Dear Valeria!

Vol. This is a poor epitome of yours.

Which by th' interpretation of full time

May fhew like all yourfelf.

Cor. The god of foldiers,

With the con fen t of fupream. Jouey inform

Thy thoughts with noblenefs ; that thou may'fl prov^
To fhame invulnerable, and flick i'the wars

Jiike a great-fea-mark, {landing every flaw.

2 I pray I hope to ^3 curdied
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And faving those that eye thee

!

Vol, Your knee, firrah.

CoK, That's my brave boy.

Vol, Even he, your wife, this lady, and myfelf.

Are fuitors to you.

Cor. I befeech you, peace :

Or, if you'd afk, remember this before

;

The things I have forfworn to grant, may never

Be held by you denials. Do not bid me
Difmifs my foldiers, or capitulate

Again with Rome\ mechanicks : Tell me not:

Wherein I feem u/maiural : Desire not

To allay my rages and revenges, with

Your colder reasons.

Vol. O, no more, no more !

You have faid, you will not grant us any thing 5

For we have nothing elfe to afk, but that

Which you deny already : Yet we will afk

;

That, if we fail in our requell, the blame
May hang upon your hardnefs : therefore hear us.

Cor. Aujidius^ and you Volcians^ mark; for we'll

Hear nought from Rome in private Your requeft ?

\feats him/elf.

Vol. Should we be filent and not fpeak, our raiment

And ftate of bodies would bewray what life

We have led fince thy exile. Think with thyfelf.

How more unfortunate than all living women
Arc we come hither : lince that thy fight, which fhould

Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with comforts,

Conftrains them weep, and (hake with fear and forrow;

Making the mother, wife, and child, to fee

The fon, the husband, and the father, tearing

3 thing 19 if you faile
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His country's bowels out. And to poor we
Thine enmity's moft capital : thou bar'ft us

Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort

That all but we enjoy: For how can we,

Alas ! how can we for our country pray.

Whereto we are bound ; together with thy viflory.

Whereto we are bound ? Alack ! or we mull lose

The country, our dear nurfe ; or elfe thy perfon.

Our comfort in the country. We mufl find

An evident calamity, though we had
Our wi(h, which fide fhould win : for either thou

Muft, as a foreign recreant, be led

With manacles thorough our ilreets; or elfe

Triumphantly tread on thy country's ruin

;

And bear the palm, for having bravely fhed

Thy wife and children's blood. For myfelf, fon,

I purpose not to wait on fortune, 'till

These wars determine : if 1 cannot perfuade thee

Rather to fhew a noble grace to both parts,

Than feek the end of one, thou fhalt no fooner

March to affault thy country, than to tread

(Truft to't, thou fhalt not) on thy mother's womb.
That brought thee to this world.

ViR . Ay, and on mine.

That brought you forth this boy, to keep your name
Living to time.

Boy. He fhall not tread on me

;

I'll run away 'till 1 am bigger, but then I'll fight.

Cor. Not of a woman's tendernefs to be.

Requires nor child nor woman's face to fee.

I have fat too long. [rising,

FoL. Nay, go not from us thus.

13 through
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If It were fo, that our requeft did tend

To fave the Romans, thereby to deftroy

The Volcians whom you ferve, you might condemn u

As poisonous of your honour : No ; our fuit

Is, that you reconcile them : while the Volcians

May fay, T^his mercy woe ha^ve Jhe^'*d ; the Romans^

This ^e recei'v^d ; and each in either fide

Give the all-hail to thee, and cry, Be hleft

For making up this peace ! Thou know'ft, great fon.

The end of war's uncertain : but this certain,

That, if thou conquer Rome, the benefit

Which thou fhalt thereby reap, is fuch a name,
Whose repetition will be dog'd with curfes

;

Whose chronicle thus writ, The man njoas nobkj

But njjtth his laji attempt he woip'd it out ;

Dejiroy^d his country, and his name remains.

To the enjuing age, abhor"*d. Speak to me, fon

:

Thou haft afFedted the fine ftrains of honour.

To imitate the graces of the gods

;

To tear with thunder the wide cheeks o'the air.

And yet to charge thy fulphur with a bolt

That fhould but rive an oak. Why doft not fpeak?

Think'ft thou it honourable for a noble man,
Still to remember wrongs ?— Daughter, fpeak you:
He cares not for your weeping Speak thou, boy;
Perhaps, thy childiftinefs will move him more
Than can our reasons.—There is no man i'the world
More bound to his mother ; yet here he lets me prate

Like one i'the ftocks. Thou hall never in thy life

Shew'd thy dear mother any courtefy

;

When (he, (poor hen!) fond of no fecond brood.

Has cluck'd thee to the wars, and fafely home.

i8 five *i change
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Loaden with honour. Say, my requeft's unjuft.

And fpurn me back : But, if it be not fo.

Thou art not honefl ; and the gods will plague thec^»

That thou reftrain'ft from me the duty, which
To a mother's part belongs.—.He turns away:
Down, ladies ; let us fhame him with our knees.

To his lurname Coriolanus 'longs more pride.

Than pity to our prayers. Down : An end

;

This is the lafl : So we will home to Romey

And die among our neighbours.— Nay, behold us:

This boy, that cannot tell what he would have,

f But kneels, and holds up hands, for fellowlhip.

Does reason our petition with more ftrength

Than thou haft to deny't— Come, let us go:
This fellow had a Volcian to his mother

;

His wife is in Corioli, and this child

Like him by chance : Yet give us our difpatch

:

1 am huih'd until our city be o' fire.

And then I'll fpeak a little.

Cor . Mother, mother ! [holds her by the Hands : SilenU

What have you done ? Behold, the heavens do ope.

The gods look down, and this unnatural fcene

They laugh at. O, my mother, mother, o!

You have won a happy vi^lory to Rome :

But, for your fon, believe it, o, believe it,

Moft dang'roufly you have with him prevailed.

If not moft mortal to him. But, let it come:—
Aufidiusy though I cannot make true wars,

ril frame convenient peace. Now, good Aufidius^

3[f you were in my ftead, would you have heard

A mother lefs ? or granted lefs, Aufidius?

Auf* 1 was mov'd with't.

»6 juid h|is JO W^re you 3* withall.
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Cor. T dare be fworn, you were:

And, iir, it is no little thing, to make
Mine eyes to fweat compallion. But, good fir.

What peace you'll make, advise me: For my part,

I'll not to Rome, I'll back with you : and pray you
Stand to me in this cause. O mother ! wife ! [our'*

JuF. I am glad, thou haft fet thy mercy andthyhon-
*' At diiFerence in thee : out of that I'll work"
** Myfelf a former fortune."

Cor. Ay, by and by; Vol.

But we will drink together; and you fhall bear

A better witnefs back than words, which we.

On like conditions, will have counter -feal'd.

Come, enter with us. — Ladies, you deserve

To have a temple built you : all the fwords

In Italy, and her confederate arms.

Could not have made this peace. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV. Rome. A public Place.

Enter Menenius, ^WSicinius.
Men. See you yon' coign o'the capitol; yon' corner-

ftone ?

Sic. Why, what of that ?

Men. If it be poffible for you to difplace it with your
little finger, there is fome hope the ladies of Rome, efpe-

cially his mother, may prevail with him. But, I fay, there

is no hope in't ; our throats are fentenc'd, and ftay upon
execution.

Sic. Is't poffible, that fo fliort a time can alter the

condition of a man ?

Men. There is diiFerence between a grub, and a but-

^erfiy
j yet your butterfly was a grub : This Marcius is



I20 Coriolanus.

grown from man to dragon : he has wings ; he's m
than a creeping thing.

Sic, He lov'd his mother dearly.

ilfEcV. So did he me: and he no more remembers his

mother now, than an eight year old horfe. The tart-

nefs of his face fours ripe grapes : When he walks, he
moves like an engine, and the ground (hrinks before his

treading : He is able to pierce a corflet with his eye ; talks

like a knell, and his hum is a battery. He fits in his ftate,

as a thing made for Alexander, What he bids be done,

is finifa'd with his bidding. He wants nothing of a god,
but eternity, and a heaven to throne in.

Sic. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly.

Men. I paint him in the character. Mark what mercy
his mother (hall bring from him : There is no more mercy
in him, than there is milk in a male tyger ; that lhall our
poor city find : and all this is 'long of you.

Sic. The gods be good unto ns !

Meu, No, in fuch a cafe the gods will not be good
unto us. When we banifh'd him, werefpeded not them :

and, he returning to break our necks, they refped not us.

Enter a MelTenger.

Mef. Sir, if you'd fave your life, fly to your houfe

:

The plebeians have got your fellow-tribune,

And hale him up and down ; all fwearing, if

The Roman ladies bring not comfort home.
They'll give him death by inches.

Enter another Melfenger.

Sic. What's the news ?

Mef, Good news, good news ; The ladies have prc-

vail'd,

- The Vslciam are diflodg'd, and Marcius gone

:
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A merrier day did never yet greet Rome^

No, not the expulfion of the Tarquins

»

Sic. Friend,

Art thou certain, this is true? is it moH certain?

Me/. As certain, as I know the fun is fire

:

Where have you lurk'd, that you make doubt of it?

Ne'er through an arch fo hurry'd the blown tide.

As the recomforted through the gates. Why, hark you,

\^Noise <vjithin, of ShoutiiigSy and loud Musick,

The trumpets, fackbuts, pfalteries, and fifes,

Tabors, ard cymbals, and the ihouting Romans^

Make the fun dance. Hark you 1 [^Shout again.

Men. This is good news

:

I will go meet the ladies. This Volumnia

Is worth of confuls, fenators, patricians,

A city full ; of tribunes, fuch as you,

A fea and land full: You have pray'd well to-day;

This morning, for ten thousand of your throats

I'd not have given a doit. \_^hout,'\ Hark, how they joy \

Sic, Firft, the gods blefs you for your tidings ; next,

Accept my thankfulnefs.

Me/l Sir, we have all

Great cause to give great thanks.

Sic . They are near the city ?

Me/, Almoft at point to enter.

Sic, We will meet them,

And help the joy» [going.

Enter, in Procejion, the Ladies \ nvith a great Prs/s

Senators, Patricians^ and People.

1. S. Behold our patronefs, the life Ro7ne:

Call all your tribes together, praise the gods.

And make triumphant fires ; ilrevv flowers before them:
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tjnfhout the noise that banifh'd Marcius^

Repeal him with the welcome of his mother

;

Cry, Welcome, ladies, welcome 1

alL Welcome, ladies, welcome ! [Flourijh, Exeunh

SCENE V. Antium. ApuhlickFlace.

Enter Au f i d i u s , attended,

JuF. Go tell the lords o'the city, I am here

:

Deliver them this ^ paper : having read it.

Bid them repair to the market-place; where I,

Even in theirs and in the commons' ears.

Will vouch the truth of it. He I accuse

The city ports by this hath enter'd, and
Intends to appear before the people, hoping

To purge himfelf with words : Difpatch [Exit AtK
Enter certain Friends of Aufidius,

Confpirators againji Marcius.

Moft welcome.

1 . C. How is it with our general ?

AvF. Even fo,

As with a man by his own alms impoison'd.

And with his charity flain*

2. C. Moft noble fir.

If you do hold the fame intent wherein

You wifh'd us parties, we'll deliver yott

Of your great danger,

AvF . Sir, I cannot tell

;

We muft proceed, as we do find the people.

3. C. The people will remain uncertain, whilft

*Twixt you there's difference ; but the fall of either

Makes the furvivor heir of all.

AuF. I know it;

"Him I
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And my pretext to firike at him admits

A good conftrudion. I rais'd him, pawn'd

Mine honour for his truth : Who being fo heighten'd.

He water'd his new plants with dews of flattery.

Seducing fo my friends : and, to this end,

He bow'd his nature, never known before

But to be rough, unfwayable:

3. C. Sir, his ftoutnefs

When he did ftand for conful, which he loll

By lack of ftooping,—

JuF, That I would have fpoke of:

Being banifh'd for't, he came unto my hearth

;

Presented to my knife his throat : I took him ;

Made him joint -fervant with me; gave him way
In all his own desires ; nay, let him choose

Out my files, his projefts to accomplifli.

My beft and freflieft men ; ferv'd his defignments

In mine own perfon ; holp to reap the fame.

Which he did end all his ; and took fome pride

To do myfelf this wrong: 'till, at the laft,

I feem'd his follower, not partner ; and

He wag'd me with his countenance, as if

I had been mercenary.

I.e. So he did, my lord:

The army marvel'd at it. And, in the lafl.

When he had carry 'd Rome ; and that we look'd

For no lefs fpoil, than glory,—
j^uF, There was it;

—
For which my fmews (hall be ftretchM upon him.
At a few drops of women's rheum, which are

As cheap as lies, he fold the blood and labour

Of our great adlion ; Therefore fhall he die,

* him, and I pawn'd 7 unfwayable, and free«
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And PU renew me in his fall. But, hark.

[Noise within, of Drums, Trumpets^

and great Shoutings,

1. C. Your native town you enter'd like a poft.

And had no welcomes home; but he returns.

Splitting the air with noise.

2. C. And patient fools.

Whose children he hath (lain, their bafe throats tear.

With giving him glory.

3. C. Therefore, at your vantage,

Ere he exprefs himfelf, or move the people

With what he would fay, let him feel your fword.

Which we will fecond. When he lies along,

After your way his tale pronounc'd lhall bury

His reasons with his body.

JuF, Say no more

;

Here come the lords.

Enter the Lords of the City.

Lor, You are moft welcome home.
JuF, I have not deserv'd it.

But, worthy lords, have you with heed perus'd

What I have written to you?

Lor. We have.

I. Z. And grieve to hear it.

What faults he made before the laft, T think.

Might have found easy fines : but there to end,

Where he was to begin ; and give away
The benefit of our levies, anfwering us

With our own charge; making a treaty, where
There was a yielding; This admits no excufe.

JuF. He approaches, you lhall hear him.

Enter Coriolanus, ^ith Drum and Colours

;
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Cro^i/ 0/ Citizens nvith him,

CoR' Hail, lords! I am return'd your foldler;

No more infeded with my country's love.

Than when I parted hence, but Hill fubfifting

Under your great command. You are to know.
That profp'roufly I have attempted, and

With bloody pafTage led your wars, even to

The gates of Rome. Our fpoil, we have brought home,
Doth more than counterpoise, a full third part.

The charges of the adlion. We have made peace.

With no lefs honour to the Antiates^

Than lhame to the Romans : And we here =|= deliver,

SubfcribM by the confuls and patricians.

Together with the feal o'the fenate, what
We have compounded on.

JuF. Read it not, noble lords

;

But tell the traitor, in the highell degree

He hath abus'd your powers.

Cor, Traitor! How now?
AuF, Ay, traitory Mardus.
Cor, Marcius

!

AvF, Ay, Marcius^ Caius Marcius-^ Doft thou think.

I'll grace thee with that robbery, thy ftoln name
Coriolanus in CorioliP^

You lords and heads o'the ftate, perfidloufly

He has betray'd your businefs, and given up.

For certain drops of fait, your city Rome

([ fay, your city) to his wife and ;mother:

Breaking his oath and resolution, like

A twift of rotten filk; never admitting

Council o'the war : but at his nurfe's tears^

He whin'd and roar'd away your vidlory;

S fpoiks

Vol. Vn. A»



126 Coriolanus.

That pages blulh'd at him, and men of heart

Looked wond'ring each at other.

Cor, Hear'ft thou, Marj?
jluF. Name not the god, thou boy of tears,-^

Cor. Ha!
JuF, No more.

Cor, Measurelefs Har, thou haft made my heart

Too great for what contains it. Boy ! O flave I

Pardon me, lords, 'tis the firft time that ever

I was forc'd to fcold. Your judgments, my grave lords^

Muft give this cur the lie: and his own notion,

(Who wears my ftripes impreft upon him ; tha,t

Muft bear my beating to his grave) ihall join

To thruft the lie unto him.

1. L. Peace, both, and hear me fpeak.

Cor. Cut me to pieces, Volcmns^ men and lads^^

Stain all your edges on me.—Boy ! Falfe hound !

If you have writ your annals true, 'tis there.

That, like an eagle in a dove-cote, I

Flutter'd your Volcians in Corioli:

Alone I did it. Boy \

AvF„ Why, noble lords.

Will you be put in mind of his blind fortune,

Which was your ftiame, by this unholy braggart.

Tore your own eyes and ears?

Con, Let him die for't.

Cit, [cofifuse^/Iy.'] Tear him to pieces,—.Do it pre-

sently : — He kill'd my fon, —My daughter;—He kill'd

my cousin Marcus ; — He kilPd my father.

2. L, Peace, ho; no outrage; peace.

The man is noble, and his fame folds in

This orb o'the earth: His laft offences to us

i otliers Flattered
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Shall have judicious hearing.— Stand, Aujidius^

And trouble not the peace.

Co/J. O, that I had him,

With fix Aufidiufes^ or more, his tribe.

To use my lawful fvvord!

AuT, Infolent villain

!

, Con. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him.

[Aufidius and the Conjpirators drauj, and kiliy[z,X'^

cius; <voho falls, and Aufidius Jlands on him.

Lor. Hold, hold, hold, hold.

AuF. My noble mailers, hear me fpeak.

1. i. O TulkSy—
2. L. Thou haft done a deed, whereat

Valour will weep.

3. Z. Tread not upon him.— Mafters all, be quiet;

put up your fwords.

AuF, My lords, when you fhall know (as in this rage,

Provok'd by him, you cannot) the great danger
Which this manr^s life did owe you, you'll rejoice

That he is thus cut off. Please it your honours
To call me to your fenate, I'll deliver

Myfelf your loyal fervant, or endure
Your heavieft cenfure.

1. L. Bear from hence his body, —

.

And mourn you for him : — let him be regarded
As the moft noble corfe, that ever herald

Did follow to his urn.

2. L. His own impatience
Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame.
Let's make the beft of it.

AuF, My rage is gone.
And I am ftruck with forrow. —Take him up

:



J 28 Coriolanus,

Help, three o'the chiefeil foldiers; Pll be one.^
Beat thou the drum, that it fpcak mournfully

Tr^il your fteel pikes. —Though in this city he
Hath widovv'd and unchilded many a one.

Which to this hour bewail the injury.

Yet he fhall have a noble memory.
AfTift. [Exeunt, hearing theBody of Marcius.

A dead March founded^














